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THE BURGRAVES 


TRILOGY 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Jos, Burgrave of Heppenheff. 

Maanus, son of Job, Burgrave of Wardeck. 

Hatto, son of Magnus, Marquis of Verona, 
Burgrave of Nollig. 

Gortotrs, son of Hatto (bastard), Burgrave of 
Sareck. 

FREDERIC, of Hohenstaufen. 

OTBERT. 

DUKE GERHARD, of Thuringen. 

Ginissa, Margrave of Lusatia. 

Puaton, Margrave of Moravia. 

Lupus, Count of Mons. 

CaDWALLA, Burgrave of Okenfels. 

Darius, Burgrave of Lahneck. 

ZOAGLIO GIANNILARO, Genoese nobleman. 

UTHER, Pendragon of Brittany. 

CouNnTESS REGINA. 

GUANHUMARA. 

EDWIGE. 

KARL, 

HERMANN, }students. 

CYNULFUS, 

HagQuin, | 

GONDICARIUS, 

TEUDON, 

Kunz, 

SWAN, 

PEREZ, 

Josstus, soldier. 

CAPTAIN OF THE BuRG. 

A SOLDIER. 


HEPPENHEFF, 1200. 


| merchants slaves. 


and 
citizens. | 
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PART I 
THE GRANDSIRE 


ScENE.—The ancient gallery of seigniorial 
portraits of the burg of Heppenheff. This 
gallery vs circular in form and spreads 
around the great tower; it communicates 
with the rest of the castle by means of 
four large doors which are situated at the 
four cardinal points. As the curtain 
rises, one notices that a portion of this 
gallery makes a turn and is lost behind 
the round wall of the tower. To the left, 
one of the four large communicating doors. 
To the right, a large and high door, com- 
municating with the interior of the tower ; 
at stands upon an elevation of three steps 
and has a small house-door beside it. tn 
the background a semi-circular roman 
promenade with low pillars, curious cap- 
itals, over which is a second story (practi- 
cable), communicating with the gallery 
by means of a statrcase of six steps. The 
sky is visible through the large arches of 
this promenade and also the remainder of 
the castle, whose highest’ tower is sur- 
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mounted with an immense black flag, which 
floats in the breeze. To the left, near to 
the large folding-door, there 1s a small 
window filled with high-colored glass. 
Near to the window, an arm-chair. The 
gallery looks uninhabited and dilapidated, 
The walls and the stone vaulting, on which 
some almost effaced frescoes are distin- 
guishable, are green and mouldy through 
the oozing of rain. The portraits hung 
in the panels of the gallery are all turned 
to the wall. 

As the curtain rises, evening approaches. That 
part of the castle which is visible through 
the arches of the promenade seems to be 
lighted and alluminated in the interior, 
although it ws yet broad daylight. The 
norse of trumpets and clartons comes from 
that side of the burg, and at times loud 
songs accompanied by the clinking of 
glasses are heard. Nearer, one hears the 
rustling of tron, as if a troop of men in 
chains were moving about in that portion 
of the promenade which is invisible. 

A woman leans against the great door, and 
appears to be listening to the flourishes 
and singing in the neighboring hall. She 
is alone, old, half covered by a long black 
verl, dressed in ragged sack-cloth, bound 
with a chain, which by a double link is 
fastened- to her waist and to her naked 


feet; she has an tron collar around her 
neck 


4 
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SCENE I 
GUANHUMARA (alone, listening. Song outside). 


**To us the civil war 
Eternal glory brings: 
Defiance to the cities, 
Defiance to the kings. 


“‘The burgrave flourishes 
When days of peace are o’er. 
Barons, defy the pope, 
Defy the emperor! 


““We’re brave! Then let us reign— 
Reign by the fire, the rod. 
Burgraves, defy the devil! 
Defy almighty God!”’ 
| Trumpets and clarions. 


GUANHUMARA. 
The lords are gay! The feasting still goes on! 
[She looks toward the opposite side of the 
theater. 
Under the lash, the prisoners work since dawn. 
[She listens. 
Here, sounds of revel; there, the clank of chains. 
[ She fixes her eyes on the door of the tower to 
the right. 
There, father and grandfather, bent with years, 
Watch the results of all their somber work. 
They meditate upon their life, their race, 
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And, out of reach of yon mad jests, review 
Their crimes, less hideous than their progeny. 
How great these lords in their prosperity 

Have been, and are to-day. Frontier dukes, 

And sovereign counts, and sons of Gothic kings 

Bend to their level and their equals are! 

Their city, full of clarions, songs, and hoots, 

Stands inaccessible among the clouds. 

A thousand soldiers, bandits with fierce eyes, 

Armed to the teeth, keep an eternal watch. 

All things go for protection to their lair. 4 

And yet in a dark corner of the place 

Wanders a woman, old and bent and sad, 

Chains on her feet, a yoke upon her neck, 

In rags, face veiled; a wretched slave is she: 

But, princes, tremble! This slave’s name is 
Hate! 

[She goes up stage and mounts the steps of 
the promenade. A troop of slaves enter 
from the gallery at the right; they are 
chained (some of them in couples), and 
they carry working-tools, picks, pickaxes, 
hammers, etc., in their hands. Guan- 
HUMARA, leaning against one of the pil- 
lars in the promenade, watches them 
thoughtfully. By the torn and soiled 
garments of the prisoners one can rec- 

_ ognize their former professions. 
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SCENE II 


Kunz, TEuDON, Haguin, GONDICARIUS, citi 
zens and merchants with gray beards; 
Jossius, an old soldier; HERMANN, Cy- 
NULFUS, Karu, students from the Uni- 
versity of Boulogne and the School of 
Maintz; Swan (or Subvuon) merchant 
from Lubeck. The prisoners advance 
slowly in separate groups, the students 
with the students, citizens and merchants 
together, soldier alone. The old men seem 
exhausted with work and grief. During 
this entire scene and the two which follow 
it, the flourishes and singing from the 
next hall are audible 


TEUDON (throwing down the tool which he 
held, and sitting on the stone step, im 
front of the double door of the tower). 

The hour of rest at last! Oh, I am tired! 


KUNZ (shaking his chain). 
Once I was free and rich—and now! 


GONDICARIUS (leaning against a pillar). 
Alas! 


CYNULFUS (watching GUANHUMARA, who 
crosses the promenade slowly). 
I wish I knew on whom that woman spies. 


il? DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


swan (low to CYNULFUS). 
The other month, our masters—race accursed ! — 
Seized her among the merchants of Saint Gall. 
I know no more! 


CYNULFUS. 
It is enough for me 
That she has freedom while we all are chained. 


SWAN. 
She cured a fever which near killed Hatto— 
Hatto, the eldest of the grandchildren. 


HAQUIN. 
A serpent bit the Burgrave Rollo’s heel, 
The other day; she cured that too. 


CYNULFUS. 
Indeed! 
HAQUIN. 
I think, for my part, she’s a sorceress. 


HERMANN. 
No! she’s a fool. - 


SWAN. 
She knows a thousand things. 
She cured not only Rollo, Hatto, but Eloi, 
Kniid, Azzo—lepers from whom all men fled. 


irene TEUDON. 

This woman’s working at some somber scheme. 
I tell you, she’s some wretched plot afoot 

With these three lepers, who are bound to her. 
You stumble on them at most every turn. 
They’re like three dogs which follow a she-wolf. 
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HAQUIN. 
Yes; in the cemetery, yesterday, 
I saw them where the lepers live, these four, 
Making a coffin; nailing down the planks. 
She held a vase, and waved it, in her hands, 
Crooning, as women sing to babes who sleep. 
She made a philter of the dead man’s bones. 


SWAN. 
All night they were afoot. The stars were 
bright, 
And one could see this woman and the lepers, 
Masked! It was horrible! I could not sleep; 
I watched them. 


KUNZ. 
Yes, they have some hiding-place 
Here in the caves. The other day the witch 
With her three lepers passed with surly looks 
By the long wall. I turned my eyes away 
One instant. When I looked again they’d gone— 
Had sunk within the wall! 


HAQUIN. 
These wretched men, 
These lepers, sorcerers, with whom we live, 
Oppress me. 


/ 


KUNZ. 


It was near to the Lost Cave. 
You know it? 


HERMANN. 


That these lepers serve the one 
Who healed them is but natural and just. 
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SWAN. 


Instead of lepers and bad Hatto, Kunz, 
The one within these walls she ought to cure 
Is old Job’s niece— 


KUNZ. 
Regina! God bless her! 
She is an angel. ; 
HERMANN. 
She is dying. 


KUNZ. 
Yes! 
Horror of Hatto, loneliness, and grief 
Are killing her. Each day she’s nearer death. 


TEUDON. 
Poor child— 


[GUANHUMARA re-appears at back of stage 
and crosses slowly. 


HAQUIN. 

Look! There the old witch goes again. 
She terrifies me. Everything about her— 
Her wild looks, her dumb grief, her piercing 

glance 

So wise, so clear, so terrible at times, 
Her wondrous powers which are miraculous— 
They frighten me! 


GONDICARIUS. 
. Accurséd be this place. 


4 
TEUDON. 
Be quiet! Peace! 
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GONDICARIUS. 
Nobody comes this way. 
Our masters are at supper. We’re far off, 
We can’t be overheard. 


TEUDON (lowering his voice and looking to- 
ward the tower). 
They’re both in there. 


GONDICARIUS. 
W ho—both? 


TEUDON. 

The old men—son and father. Peace. 
Except Madame Regina (this I have 
From Edwige the nurse), except Otbert, 
The young adventurer who came last year, 
Though but a boy, to serve at Heppenheff, 
And whom the grandfather, cursed in his sons, 
Loves for his youth and for his loyalty— 
No hand opens that door, no one comes here. 
The man of prey sits in his den alone! 
There was a time when he defied the world; 
When twenty counts and twenty dukes, his sons 
And grandsons, generations five, of which 
His mountain was the ark, surrounded him, 
As if this bandit patriarch were king. 
But age has broken him. He lives apart 
And sits there, ’neath a gorgeous canopy, 
Alone. His son, old Magnus, standing, holds 
His lance. For months he never speaks a word. 
At night one sees him, entering, pale and crushed, 
Some secret hall of which he keeps the key. 
Where does he go? 
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SWAN. 
This old man has strange griefs. 


HAQUIN. 
His sons weigh like bad spirits on his mind. 


KUNZ. 
°"T was not in vain that he was cursed! 


GONDICARIUS. 
*T was just. 
SWAN. 
When he was very old, he had a son, 
His last son, whom he loved—so goes the world; 
Always the gray-beard loves the head of gold. 
When but one year of age this child was lost. 


KUNZ. 
A gypsy stole it. 


CYNULFUS. 
Near a field of wheat. 


: HAQUIN. 

As for myself, I know, this city built 

On mountain top, and having, so they say, 

Witnessed a monstrous crime, was left long time 

Deserted, and at length was pulled down by 

Teutonic order. Finally the years 

Oblivion brought, and suddenly, one day 

The master, a fantastic man, who changed 

His name as we change hats, returned. Since 
then, x 

By his command, the black flag always waves 

Over the castle. 
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SWAN (to Kunz). 

Have you noticed, son, 
At base of the round tower, above the stream 
‘Which howls in the ravine, at angle with 
The moat, a narrow window crossed with bars, 
Twisted and broken? 


KUNZ. 


It is the Lost Cave. 
I spoke about it a short while ago. 


HAQUIN. 
A gloomy spot. A specter habits there, 
Tis said. 
HERMANN. 
Nonsense! . 


OYNULFUS. 
The wall seems streaked with blood. 


KUNZ. 
What’s certain, is, that none can enter there. 
The secret of the entrance’s lost. The window 
Is all we know of it. No living soul 
Goes in. 
SWAN. 
Yet, every night, when I pass by 
The rock, I hear footsteps within. 


KUNZ (with horror). 
You’re sure? 
SWAN. 
Quite sure. 
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TEUDON. 


Come, Kunz—enough! Here silence would 
Be wise. 


HAQUIN. 
This place is full of mystery. 
I watch all things; all gives me food for thought. 


TEUDON. 

Let’s talk of something else; what is to happen 

No one but God can tell. 

[Turns to a group which has iene no part in 
the scene so far. They are tn a corner, 
listening attentively to what a young 
student ts saying. 

Come, Karl, we’ll hear 

Your story too. 

{Karu comes to the front, all draw around 
him; the two groups of slaves, old men 

-and youths, mingle together, displaying 
the same attention. 


KARL. 


You must remember, for 
*Tis an important point, that *twas last month 
The adventure happened— 

[Seems to refiect a moment. 
Twenty years ago! 

When Barbarossa died in the Crusades— 

« HERMANN. 
Your Max was in a bad locality. 
So be it! 
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KARL. 
Yes, it is a wretched place, 
A dreaded spot. A flight of ravens, black 
And sinister, eternally sweeps ’round 
The mountain, and at night, when the deep gloom 
Envelops them, their awful cries affright 
The boldest of the huntsmen chasing them 
Back to Lantern. Great drops of water fall, 
Like tears from some most awful countenance. 
A cavern, black and of most fearful shape, 
Gapes deep in the ravine. Max Edmond, Count, 
Feared not to climb that fearful mount by night. 
He boldly entered the unearthly caves. 
A pallid light of dawn revealed their horrors 
As he moved on, when suddenly, far down 
The gloomy depths, beneath a vaulted arch, 
Seated upon a chair of brass, his feet 
Enveloped by his mantle, to the right 
A scepter, to the left a globe, he saw 
An old man, frightful, motionless, bowed down, 
In purple robes, armed with a sword, and 
crowned. 
Upon a block of stone the old man leaned. 
Although Count Max was brave and had waged 
war 
With John the Warrior, he felt himself 
Grow pale before this old man, almost lost 
Amid the grass, the moss, and ivy leaves. 
It was the Emperor Frederic Barbarossa. 
He slept; a wild and fearful sleep. His beard, 
Which once was gold, was white as snow, and 
wound 
Itself three times around the block of stone; 
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His long white lashes shut his heavy lids; 

A piercéd heart bled on his scarlet shield. 

At instants during his unnatural sleep 

His hand grasped blindly at his sword. God 
knows 

What dreams were passing through his soul. 


HERMANN. 
What more? 


KARL. 
Listen. The sound of footsteps in the cave 
Awakened the old man; he raised his head, 
And fixing on the Count a savage look, 
He asked him, as he opened his dull eyes, 
‘‘Chevalier, have the ravens flown away?”’ 
Count Max returned, ‘‘No, sire.’? At that reply 
The old man bowed his head without a word. 
And Max, dumb, stupefied with terror, saw 
This phantom emperor fall asleep again. 
[While Karu has been speaking, all the pris- 
oners have gradually drawn around him, 
listening with increasing interest to his 
story. JOsstus was one of the first to 
come as soon as he heard the name of 
BARBAROSSA. 


HERMANN (laughing heartily). 
That is a most extraordinary tale! 


HAQUIN (to Kart). 
if rumor’s right, ’twas in the Cydnus that 


The Emperor drowned himself in sight of all 
His troops. 
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JOSSIUS. 

The current carried him away. 
I know, for I was there. I saw it all. 
It was a fearful sight, and from my mind 
The memory will never be effaced. 
Othon of Wittelsbach, you know, hated 
The Emperor, but when he saw him thus 
At mercy of the waves, while on him rained 
The Turkish javelins, he, Prince Othon, 
On horseback leaped into the angry stream, 
Offering himself as target to the foe. 
‘*We’ll save the Emperor,” he cried. 


HERMANN. 
In vain! 


JOSSIUS. 


Yes, vain, though all tried valiantly. There died 
Two counts and soldiers sixty-three for him. 


KARL. 
That’s nothing to prevent his ghost from haunt- 
ing 
The Malpas Valley— 
SWAN. 
Well, I have been told, 
That by a miracle he saved himself, 
Became a hermit, and is yet alive. 


GONDICARIUS. 
Pray God he be! May he help Germany 
Before the year twelve hundred twenty comes— _ 
The fatal year, when the empire must fall. 
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SWAN. 
Already, on all sides, our glory wanes. 


HAQUIN. 
Yes, if he were alive! I dream of it. 
To rescue us his loyal subjects from 
This hell, he’d recommence the Burgraves’ war! 


KUNZ. 
The whole world groans as much as we poor 
slaves. 
Our country has no chief, Europe no bounds. 


HAQUIN. 
Bread fails— 


GONDICARIUS. 


Along the borders of the Rhine 
There’s naught but swarming of new brigand 
life. 
KUNZ. 
The electors feed on quarrels ’mongst themselves. 


HERMANN. 
Cologne declares for Suabia. 


SWAN. 


And Erfurt 
For Brunswick. 


GONDICARIUS. 
Maintz elects Berthold. 


KUNZ. 


And Treves 
Wants Frederic. 
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GONDICARIUS. 
Meanwhile the country dies. 


HAQUIN. 
The cities are all closed. 


SWAN. 
It is unsafe 
To travel save in companies well armed, 


KARL. 
Small tyrants harass our good citizens. 


TEUDON. 
Four emperors! Too much, and not enough; 
For when it comes to kings, you see, one king’s 
Worth more than four. 


KUNZ. 
We need a mighty arm 
To fight for us; but Barbarossa’s dead! 


SWAN (fo JOSSIUS). 
Was nothing ever found of him? 


JOSSIUS. 
The waves 


Kept all their booty. 


TEUDON. 
: Swan, you recollect 
The prophecy they made upon his birth: 
“This child, whose laws one day will rule the 
world, 
Shall twice be held as dead, and shall revive.”’ 
Well! this prediction, which was ridiculed 
And then forgotten, has been half fulfilled. 
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HERMANN. 
He’s been the hero of full many a tale. 


TEUDON. 

I’m telling what I know. In ninety-two, 
I saw a certain Sfrondati within 
The hospital at Prague. An aged man, 
Dalmatian, and ’twas said, of feeble mind. 
This man, within his prison, loudly told 
That when a youth and searching for adventure 
He became squire to Barbarossa’s father, 
The old Duke Frederic. The Duke was stunned 
With the prediction made about his son. 
The child indeed seemed born for double war; 
Guelf through his mother, Ghibeline through his 

sire, 
He might be fairly claimed by either side. 
His father brought him up.within a tower 
At first, away from every eye, and tried 
To hide him from the clutch of destiny. 
But by-and-by he sought another refuge— 
One still more safe. A noble girl had borne 
To him a bastard son, who, born and bred 
Among the mountains, did not know his sire 
Was Duke of Suabia and chief of war. 
He knew him only by the name Othon. 
The good duke kept this son concealed, for fear 
He might desire to be a prince and strive 
To wrest a province from his own dukedom. 
The bastard, through his mother, owned a city 
Near to the Rhine, of which he was burgrave, 
And the lord suzerain—a bandit castle, 
An eagle’s nest, a lair! The father thought 


THE BURGRAVES 25 


This shelter safe. He sought the burgrave, and 
Embracing him, said, as he gave the child 
Into his care, ‘‘My son, this is your brother!’’ 
He went away. No man cheats destiny. 
- Of course, the father thought his secret safe, 
“Because the child himself ignored the truth. 
Till he was twenty Barbarossa lived 
With the burgrave, when, mark you, this is 
strange! 
One day some herdsmen, passing by the stream 
Which sweeps the basement of the castle walls, 
Found in a thicket, at a bowlder’s base, 
Two bloody, naked bodies—breathing yet. 
Two men, stabbed in the castle, without noise, 
And thrown by night into the precipice, 
Yet were not dead! <A miracle, you see. 
These two men, who were saved by God’s own 
hand, 
Were Barbarossa and his friend Sfrondati, 
Who alone possessed a knowledge of his birth. 
They both were healed; then, with great mys- 
tery 
Sfrondati brought the young son to the Duke, 
Who for reward imprisoned Sfrondati. 
He kept his son, which was the wisest course, 
And only sought to hush the whole affair. 
He never saw his bastard son again: 
But when he felt his end approaching, called 
His son, and had him kiss the crucifix, 
And swear, kneeling beside his dying bed, 
Not to disclose himself unto his brother, 
Nor to avenge himself, but wait until 
His brother’s age had reached a hundred years. 
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By which never was meant, though God is judge. 
In fact, the bastard died and never knew 

He was a duke’s son and the brother 

Of a great emperor. Sfrondati’s face 

Grew white with horror if one tried to probe 
This family secret. The two men had loved 
One girl. The elder felt himself betrayed, 
Killed one, and sold the other to a bandit, 
Remorseless fiend, who yoked her, like a man, 
To boats that ply from Ostia to Rome— 

A fearful fate! Sfrondati shook his head 

And said, ‘‘Forgotten!’’ His mind was a blank. 
Nothing survived the dark night of his soul— 
Neither the name of bastard, nor the woman. 
He knew no longer how, he knew not where. 

I saw this man, imprisoned for a fool 

In Prague; now he is dead. 


HERMANN. 
And you conclude? 


TEUDON. 
I only think. If all these facts are true, 
The prophecy holds good: because, surely, 
This hope is not fantastical; if once 
It is accomplished, why not twice? If young, 
Our Barbarossa was accounted dead, 
Why may he not revive again? 


HERMANN (laughing). 


We'll wait 
Until he comes. ~ 


KUNZ (to TEUDON). 
I’ve heard this tale before. 
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Young Frederic was called Donato then; 

The bastard’s name was Fosco; and the girl 
Who made the trouble was a Corsican, 

If I remember right. The lovers used 

To hide in some cave cut of sight, to which 

The entrance was their own sweet mystery. 
One night the brother Fosco found them there. 
With jealous heart and furious hand he changed 
The idyll to a tragedy. 


GONDICARIUS. 
And yet 
That Frederic should have reached the height of 
power . 
And never tried to find the woman he had 
loved, 


Has always seemed a blot upon his fame— 
That is, if this romantic tale be true. 


TEUDON. 
Ah, but he did, my friend! For thirty years 
Did his most valiant arm ransack both borders 
Of the Rhine. But the bastard— 


KUNZ. 
Fosco? 


TEUDON (continuing). 

Yes. 
Had left his home to serve in Brittany. 
I think, ’twas many years ere he returned. 
The emperor devastated mountains, woods, 
Laid siege to castles and destroyed burgraves, 
But found her not. 
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GONDICARIUS (to JOSSIUS). 


You were among his troops; 
You fought those knaves; do you remember it? 


JOSSIUS. 


It was a war of giants. The burgraves 

or once, stood by each other, tooth and nail. 

We had to carry every portal, every wall! 

Above, below, riddled with shot and bathed 

In blood the barons fought; and laughing wildly 

Beneath their hideous masks, let fiery oil 

And melted lead upon their helmets stream. 

We had to hold the siege without and fight 
within. 

We cut down with our swords, bit with our 
teeth. 

Oh, what assaults! and when at last, with storm 

And fire we took a castle, oftentimes 

It buried us among its ruins. It was then 

That Barbarossa, masked but crowned, fought 
singly 

With a bandit, who, forced from his lair, 

Burned Frederic’s arm with a red-hot trefoil, 

And made the Emperor say to Count d’ Arau, 

“‘P'll let the headsman pay him back, my friend.’ 


GONDICARIUS. 
Was this man taken prisoner? 


JOSSIUS. 


He escaped. 
His visor hid his face, and Frederic kept 
The trefoil on his arm. 
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TEUDON (to SWAN). 
Well, as for me, 
I think that Barbarossa is alive. 
You’ll see! 
JOSSIUS. 
I’m sure that he is dead. 


OCYNULFUS. 
And Max? 


HERMANN. 
Delusion! 
TEUDON. 
And the grotto at Malpas? 


HERMANN. 
A fairy-tale! 
KARL. 
Yet Sfrondati has thrown 
New light upon this history. 


HERMANN. 
= My faith! 
They’re naught but dreams of a demented mind, 
Within whose flickering lights all visions pass, 
Having no better substance than the clouds. 
[Enter a SOLDIER, whip in hand. 


SOLDIER. 
Slaves, get to work! To-night the guests intend 
To visit this division of the castle. 
Lord Hatto, the master, brings them. Pass on! 
Let him not find you dragging your chains here! 
[The prisoners pick up their tools, couple 
themselves together silently and go out 
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with bent heads, driven by THE SOLDIER 
with his whip. GUANHUMARA appears 
upon the upper gallery and follows them 
with her eyes. Just as the prisoners dis- 
appear, ReGIna, EDWIGE, and OTBERT 
enter through the great door. REGINA 17s. 
dressed in white. HWrwian, the nurse, is 
old, and dressed in black. OTBERT wears 
the costume of a soldier of fortune, with 
cutlass and long sword. REGINA is very 
young. She is pale, weak, and is hardly 
able to walk. She seems like one who has 
been ill a long time and ts about to die. 
She leans on the arm of OTBERT, who sup- 
ports her, and watches her with great 
anxiety. EpwiGck follows them. “7th- 
out being seen by any of them, GUANHU- 
MARA watches them and listens to them for 
a few moments, then exits on the side 
opposite where she came in. 


SCENE III 
OTBERT, REGINA, EDWwIGE (at intervals) — 


OTBERT., 


Lean moreonme. There! Do not walk so fast. 
Sit down and rest a moment. 


[Leads her to a great chair near the window. 


How_are you? 
REGINA. 5 


Pmill—I’m cold. Ishiver. Ah! that feasting— 
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It made me suffer. 
[To Epwice.| See that no one comes. 
[EDWIGE goes out. 


; OTBERT. 

Have no fear! They will drink until daybreak. 

Why do you go there if it tires you? ; 
REGINA. | 

Because Hatto— 


OTBERT. 
Hatto? 


REGINA ( pacifying him). 
Speak low. He might 
Have forced me. Iam his betrothed. 


OTBERT. 
You should 
Have spoken to the old man: Hatto is 
Afraid of him. 
REGINA. 
What does it matter, now 
That I am soon to die? 


OTBERT. 
Oh, don’t say that! 


REGINA. 
To suffer, dream, and die is woman’s lot. 


OTBERT (turning to window). 
Look! The fine sunset. 


REGINA. 
Yes; a dying sun 


& 
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Sets all the world afire! ’Tis autumn—night! 
All’s dying—leaves and grass and moss and light. 


OTBERT. 
The leaves will live again! 


REGINA (dreamily, looking at sky). 
: Yes, they’ll return. 
Ah me, how fast they fly! °*Tis sad to see 
Them go, the swallows, for they go so far— 
Way to the sunny south. 


OTBERT. 
They wil: come back! 
REGINA. 


Perhaps—but not in time! I'll never see 
The birds, nor look upon the leaves again. 


OTBERT. 
Regina! 
REGINA. 
Push me closer, closer to 
The window! [She gives him her purse. 


Take my purse, Otbert, and throw 

‘The money to those prisoners! 

[OTBERT throws the purse from a window at 
the back: she continues looking out of 
window. 

Ah, yes! 

The sun is fire! Those rays, the last ones, look! 

Have made a crown upon the brow of Taunus. 

How the river shines. Red splendors decorate 

The forests. See! those panes of glass in yon 

Small hamlet, there, are livid fire. How grand! 


THE BURGRAVES 33 


How grand! Ah me, how beautiful life is! 
All nature is a stream of living light. 

Yet I, who have no father and no mother, 
I’m dying; nobody can save me. None 

Can help me; Iam doomed. Alone and sad, 
I feel existence ebbing from my heart. 


OTBERT. 
Alone? And where am I, who love you? 


REGINA. 
Ah! 
Your love is like the rest—a dream. Sweet 
dream! 
But dreams which come at night, go with the 
dawn, 


And soon—you will forget me; yes, you will! 


2 OTBERT. 


For you I’d die; for you I’d dare damnation! 

You say I do not love you! Ah, you are 

Not kind! One year ago, when in this den, 

Surrounded by these plunderers, I saw 

You first, I loved you. In this gloomy place 

Where crimes are heaped more high than hope, 
my eyes 

Found you, the one white lily in the slums 

Of hell, one radiant star amid eternal 

Night! I loved you, the Countess of the Rhine! 

Loved you, his bride—Hatto the invincible. 

I’m a poor man (I’ve told you so before), 

Soldier of fortune, of uncertain birth, 

Perhaps a slave, or less than slave; perhaps 

A greater than a king. But all Iam 
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Is yours. When you leave me, my life is done. 
They’re two, in this black castle, whom I love: 
You first, you most, you above every one— 
Above a father had I one, or God! 
Then next I love the old man, cowering there 
Beneath the weight of a remorseless past. 
In you he finds his only joy. You are, 
O sweet young girl, his one last torch of life, 
His one last faith in Heaven, his one last trust 
That God, who made you, must be merciful. 
-J—wretched, hapless youth, crushed underneath 
The heel-of destiny, I bless you both; 
For near you I forget my lot, near him 
My soul feels power to break its iron bars. 
Near you it feels the courage to endure. 
You understand me now. I’ve told you all. 
That I am sad, am jealous, and I suffer; 
Oh, yes, I suffer every hour! Just now, 
When Hatto looked at you, up in my heart 
There surged a very hurricane of hate. 
I could have killed him, and I checked myself. 
I do not love you? Child, give me one kiss 
And take my heart’s blood. Dear, go tell the 
priest 
He does not love his God; Regina, tell 
The free-born Tuscan that he does not love 
His home; go tell the sailor that he does 
Not love the dawn which follows fearful nights; 
Go tell the weary prisoner who dies 
Within his cell, he does not love the hand 
Which sets him free—but do not tell me that 
I love vou not! To me you are the light 
Which pierces the abyss through which I go— 


ds 
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The hand of God, sustaining when I fall. 
To you I must belong eternally. 
You know that well! ’Tis strange! the kind- 
est women, 
They love to trifle with men’s agonies— 
But pardon me, I talk about myself 
And you are suffering. Upon my knees, 
Let me give sympathy unto your pain, 
Which, while I kiss your hands, breathe out on 
me. 
REGINA. 
My lot, like yours, Otbert, was full of woe. 
I am an orphan, just the same as you. 
If Heaven had willed, our fortunes, so akin, 
United might have borne us joys divine. 
But now— 
OTBERT. 
Since we have spoken of our love, 
Grief cannot hurt you, for I’ll be on guard. 
I’ll serve, adore you! I will kill Hatto 
If he should fret you! I will be 
Your father and your mother. Do not fear, 
I will replace them both. Your father—see, my 
arms! 
Your mother—feel, my heart! 


REGINA. 
Thank you, my friend; 
You’re right! Now I read clear into your soul. 
’Tis fierce, resistless as a giant is, 
And tender, like a woman. That’s you; 
Your nature is like that, Otbert. Alas! - 
You can’t do anything for me. 
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OTBERT. 
I can! 


REGINA. 
Tis not from Hatto that I need defense. 
As brave and valiant as you are, you can’t - 
Dispute me with the one who claims my body, 
Demands my soul. My veritable bridegroom, 
He is death! Before I go to my dark home, 
Of what is best in me I make two parts; 
I give one to my Saviour, one to you. 
Friend, place your gentle hand upon my brow. 
I say to you, as now I stand upon 
The threshold of another life: Otbert, 
My soul belongs to God, my heart to you. 
You are my love! 


EDWIGE (returning). 
Some one is coming. 


, REGINA (to EDWIGE). 
Come! 

[| Leaning upon OTBERT and EDWIGE, she takes 
a few steps toward the door. As she is 
about to pass through, she pauses and 
turns. 

To be sixteen and die, is horrible, 

When life can give us such great happiness! 

Otbert, I want to live! Oh, grant my prayer! 

Don’t let the cold tomb separate us, love! 

I’m horribly afraid of death! O life! 

I must have life! Can you not give it me? 


OTBERT. 
Yes! You shall live! 
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[REGINA exits with Epwick. The door closes; 
OTBERT seems to follow her with his eyes 
and continues to speak with her although 
she has disappeared. 

What! Die? So young and fair! 

No! Though damnation be the price of life 

For you, the price [ll pay, and you shall live! 

[| Perceives GUANHUMARA, who has been stand- 
ing for some time, motionless, at back of 
stage. 

You are the one I want. I need you. Come! 


GUANHUMARA. 
Go—go your way! 


OTBERT. 
No; hear me! 


GUANHUMARA. 
Hear you ask 
About your family, your country. Well! 
Suppose I do not know? The reason why 
Your youth was passed in gaunt exile with me? 
If your true name is Otbert, or Yorghi? 
If ’twas in Corsica I found you, naked 
And alone, searching for life, or if 
It was Moldavia? Why, I made you come 
Into this castle? Why I came myself 
And found you, yet forbade all recognition? 
Why, although Regina’s touched our tyrant’s 
heart, 
I keep this chain around my neck, and why, 
Where’er I go, as if bound by a vow, 
I always wear this ring? If I am Slav, 
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Or Corsican, or Jew, or Moor? I'll tell 

You nothing. Go! Denounce me if you will— 

But no! Although she gave you bitter food, 

You’ll not betray the one who fed you with 

Her life—the only mother you have known. 

And after all, what hurt could death give me? 
[She tries to pass: he stops her. 


OTBERT. 


’Tis nothing of myself I’d ask you now. 
You, who know everything, Regina— 


GUANHUMARA. 
Will 
Be dead within a month. 
[Tries to go; he detains her. 


OTBERT. 
Can you not save 
Her? 
GUANHUMARA. 

Save her? What is she to me? 
[Dreamily speaking to herself.| Ah, yes! 
In India I wandered through the woods 
At night, in unknown depths, a hideous thing, 
Livid and terrible e’en to the beasts. 

I searched for herbs, for poisons, philters strange, 
Which make the dead alive, and living dead! 


. OTBERT. 
Speak! Cam you save her? 


GUANHUMARA. 
Yes. 
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OTBERT, 
‘ For sake of pity, 
or God’s sake who now hears us, and for mine— 
For me, who kiss your feet with tears—you will? 


GUANHUMARA. 


Will I? Suppose, a few moments ago, 
When you looked into your Regina’s eyes, 
Suppose your enemy, Hatto, had come 
Upon you suddenly like a wild storm, 
And, laughing with inhuman rage, had pierced 
Her palpitating heart with his cold steel 
And thrown her tender body to the stream 
Which, like a tiger, howls and fumes below; 
Suppose he then took you with his red hands 
And led you to the neighboring town, and 
bound 
You, broken-hearted as you were, with chains, 
And placed you, naked, in the trader’s mart 
To be insulted, bought and sold—a slave; 
Suppose that you a soldier, born free-man, 
Were harnessed like a dog, to draw the ships 
That ply the River Tiber; and suppose 
After that fearful day life took no note 
Of you or him for nigh a hundred years— 
When you had wandered, mad, from land to 
land, 
Throughout those awful years of slavery, 
And had come back, what would there be 
Within your heart? Speak now, and tell me 
that! 
OTBERT. 
Vengeance and murder and a thirst for blood. 


40 DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


GUANHUMARA. 
Well, Iam vengeance! I am murder, too. 
I am the thirst for blood! Blind specter of 
The Past, unerringly I march unto 
My goal. And what is this you ask of me? 
You want me to have pity, to save life, 
To feel a human kindness—paugh! You make 
Melaugh. Yousay youneed me. Haveacare! 
What if I should need you? Do not grow pale. 
What if I brought you up unto this end? 
What if I’ve tried to shun you for your sake, 
Because I shrink before your innocence? 
You, in your turn, O child whom I would spare, 
Must shrink from rousing memories of my 
wrongs, 
Must leave me to my solitude and death. 
Well, now! At last you know my history! 
Was it not cruel? ’T'was the lover whom 
They killed. The woman—ah, I was the woman! 
She was madeaslave and sold. Alas, she lived! 
The assassin—he lives too! You can help me. 
Indeed, I’ve suffered—suffered long! Oh, all 
The rains of heaven have fallen on my brow. 
I have grown hideous, like a beast, from pain. 
For sixty years I’ve lived on what makes weaker 
People die. Hunger, exile, and grief 
Have crushed me to the dust. I’ve seen the 
Nile, 
The Indus, séen the ocean and the storms, 
And the eternal nights of the North Pole. 
My chains have been embedded in my flesh. 
I, sick and frozen—I, a woman—have _ 
Been driven by my masters, with the lash. 
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But itis over. There is nothing human 
In me now; and when I place my hand 

‘ [Putting her hand on her heart. 
Here, nothing stirs. I am a statue and 
I live within a tomb. When, white and cold, 
I reached this castle just about at dusk 
One month ago, I wondered, ’mid the storm, 
No fateful ear o’erheard my steps of stone. 
Well! I, who’ve slept with hate for sixty years, 
I hold my enemy within my power 
Atlast. Yea, in my grasp; and if I choose, 
This hour he dies. One word, he cowers at my 

feet ; 
One step, and he is dead. Shall I repeat 
It twice? You are the one, the only one, 
Who can give me the vengeance that I want. 
But now that I have won the fearful chance, 
I say, ‘‘No, no, it would be horrible!’’ 
I, who’ve gone down to hell—I feel afraid. 
Don’t seek me. Donottemptme. Keep away; 
For if there’s question of a pact with me, 
I’ll claim conditioris that will make you blench! 
Speak! Will you draw your dagger from its 
sheath? 

Become a murderer—a headsman? Ah, 
You tremble! Go,weak heart and faltering arm! 
I have not sought you! Go; leave me alone! 


OTBERT (pale, and lowering his voice). 
What do you ask of me? 


GUANHUMARA. 
- Keep innocent 
And go— 
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OTBERT. 
To save her, I will shed my blood. 


GUANHUMARA. 
Go! go! 
OTBERT. 
Commit acrime! Is that enough? 


GUANHUMARA. 
He tempts me! Demons, you bear witness that 
He tempted me. Well, I will not resist. 
I take you at your word, and you are mine! 
No matter what may happen. Do not waste 
Your time in prayers tome. My soul’s a hell 
Within whose livid depths all prayers are lost. 
I told you I am pitiless; I can 
Feel no remorse, except he should come back— 
The man who died; Donato, whom I loved. 
Now listen for the last time, while you stand 
Upon the threshold of this awful task. 
I tell youall. There’s some one you must kill— 
Kill, as one kills upon the sdaffold. Kill, 
Here; when I will and whom I will, and have 
No mercy and no faltering. Do you hear? 


OTBERT. 
Go on! 
GUANHUMARA. 
Hach breath of this soft air is pushing 

Your fair Regina to her tomb. Without 
My help she dies; and if I will, she lives. 
You see this phial: just one drop of this, 
Hach night, will bring life back to her. 


Be 
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OTBERT. 
Good God! 
Do you speak truly? Give it me! 
GUANHUMARA. 
No, wait! 


If, thanks to this, you see her come to you 
With life upon her lips, health in her eyes, 
A resurrected angel, happy woman, 

Then you belong to me! 


OTBERT (beside himself). 
My God! Ido! 


GUANHUMARA. 
You swear it? 
OTBERT. 
Yes. 


GUANHUMARA. 
So be it. Your Regina 
Shall be my surety—shall be the forfeit 
If you break faith with me. I know this place; 
I am acquainted with its mysteries, 
And can go anywhere at any time. 


OTBERT (holding out his hand for the phial). 
You promise me she’l] live? 


GUANHUMARA. 
Think of your oath. 
OTBERT. 
She will be saved! 


GUANHUMARA. 
Remember, in exchange 
I claim your soul. 


44 


DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


OTBERT. 
Take it and give— 
GUANHUMARA. 
’Tis mine! 
[Gives him the phial. 


“ Until to-morrow! 


OTBERT. 
Yes, until to-morrow. 
[GUANHUMARA goes out. 


OTBERT (alone). 


Thank you! No matter who you are or what 


you do, 


My blessings on you if Regina lives! 
Ill take this to her. 
[Goes toward the small door, stops a moment, 


and looks at phial. 
Cheerfully I ee 


Myself to hell to save my loved one’s life. 
Loe exits hastily through the small door, 


which closes after him.: From the op- 
posite side, one hears laughter and sing- 
ing, which gradually draws nearer. The 
large folding-door opens. The Princes 
and the Burgraves, led by Hatro, enter 
joyously ; they areall crowned with flowers, 
dressed in silk and gold, without armor of 
any kind, and with glasses in their hands. 
They drink, laugh, talk in groups, among 
which pages are passing, bearing bottles 
full of wine, golden ewers, and platters 
laden with fruit. In the background are 
Halberdiers, motionless and silent. Mu- 
sicians, clarions, trumpets, heralds. 
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SCENE V 


HatTtTo, Goruois, DUKE GERHARD OF THU- 
RINGEN; PLATON, Margrave of Moravia; 
Giuissa, Margrave of Lusatia,; ZoaGLio 
GIANNILARO, Genoese nobleman; Darius, 
Burgrave of Lahneck; Capwauua, Bur- 
grave of Okenfels; Lupus, Count of 
Mons (a very young man, like GoRLO!Is). 
Other Burgraves and Princes; some dumb 
personages, among others UTHER, pen- 
dragon of the Bretons, and the brothers 
of Hatto and of GoRLoIs. A few women 
handsomely dressed. Pages, halberdiers, 
captains 


COUNT LUPUS (singing). 


“‘The winter’s cold, the wind is high, 
The snow the mountain covers: 
What matters that, since we can love? 
What matters snow to lovers? 


‘‘My mother is dead; our family priest 
Kternal grief discovers: 
What matters that, since we can love?” 
What matters grief to lovers? 


‘‘Beelzebub outside my door, 
With all his demons, hovers; 
What matters that, since we can love? 
What matters hell to lovers?’’ 
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MARGRAVE GILISSA (leaning from the side win- . 
dow, to Count LuPws). 

One sees the portal and the winding path 

From here. 


MARGRAVE PLATON (examining the general 
dilapidation of the place). 
What dreariness and what decay! 


DUKE GERHARD (to HaTTOo). 
’Tis like a castle tenanted by ghosts. 


HATTO (indicating door of tower). 
My grandfather is there! 


DUKE GERHARD. 
Is he alone? 


HATTO. 
No, with my father. 


MARGRAVE PLATON. 
How did you contrive 
To rid yourself of them? I 


HATTO. 
They’d had their day. 
Besides, their minds are troubled. ’Tis two 


weeks 
Since the old man has spoken. Old age must 
Give way! He’snearahundred. Well, they’re 
gone, 
And I am in their place. 


GIANNILARO. 
They left, themselves? 
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HATTO. 
Well, not exactly — [A CAPTAIN enters. 
What is it? 


CAPTAIN (to, HATTO). 
My lord! 
The jeweler Perez’ ransom is not paid. 


HATTO. 
Let him be hanged! 


CAPTAIN. 
The citizens of Linz, 
Much frightened, beg for quarter. 
HATTO. 


Pillage them. 
’Tis conquered territory. 


CAPTAIN. 
Those of Rhens? 


HATTO. 
Those pillage too! [THE CAPTAIN goes out. 
BURGRAVE DARIUS (glass in hand, turning to 
HATTO). 
Your wine is good, Marquis. 
| Drinks. 
HATTO. 


_ My faith! it ought to be. It’s ruddy wine. 
Bingen, afraid and anxious to conciliate me, 
Sends me two tuns a year. 


DUKE GERHARD. 
She’s beautiful— 


Regina, your betrothed. 


48 DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


HATTO. 

Ah, well! We use 

What we have got. On the maternal side 
She is related to the family. 


DUKE GERHARD. 
She’s ill. 
HATTO. 
It’s nothing. 


GIANNILARO (low to DUKE GERHARD). 
She is dying. 


GERHARD. 
Ah! 
[Hnter CAPTAIN. 


CAPTAIN (low to HatTTo). 
The merchants will pass here to-morrow. 


HATTO (aloud). 
Good! 

Go; lie in wait for them. 
[CapTaIn exits. Harro continues, turning to 

the Princes. 

My father would 

Be there with them. I stay at home. Once we 
Were warriors; now we amuse ourselves. 
Once it was force, now it is stratagem. 
The traveler curses me; the traveler says 
‘“‘Hatto and his wild brothers lead a life 
Most terrible within that gloomy place 
Which furious tempests lash continually. 
Hatto gives feasts to margraves, dukes, and 

counts. 
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His princely guests are served by princely slaves, 
Who humbly kiss the dust beneath his feet.”’ 
My faith! it’safine life. I’m feared and envied; 
I laugh always; my dungeon settles all. 
Waiting for hell, I make a paradise 
Of life. I let my bandits loose as huntsmen 
Let loose their dogs. I revel in my life. 
You saw that my betrothed is beautiful. 
How is’t with you? Do you intend to wed 
The Countess Isabel? 


DUKE GERHARD. 
No, I do not! 


HATTO. 
Youwtook her city from her, the last year, 
And promised to espouse her. 


DUKE GERHARD. 
Possibly. 
They made me swear it on the Bible, too, I 
think. 
But I—I kept the city and I left 
The girl. [He laughs. 


HATTO (laughing). 
What said the diet? 


DUKE GERHARD (laughing). 
It was dumb. 


HATTO. 
And your oath, on the Bible. 


DUKE GERHARD. 
Bah! 
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[Some moments before this, the door of the 
tower has been opened, revealing several 
steps of a gloomy staircase, on which two 
old men are discovered. One is a little 
more than sixty years old, his hair ts 
gray, his beard is gray; the other, very 
much older, ts almost entirely bald and 
has a long white beard; both wear a 
cutrass of steel, with armor on legs and 
arms; a long sword at their sides, and 
over their soldier dress, the oldest one 
wears a white robe lined with gold cloth; 
the other one a great wolf-skin, whose 
jaws are adjusted on his head. Behind 
the older man, a squire stands as if petri- 
fied; he has a white beard, is dressed in 
armor, and holds a large black banner, 
without any device, above the old man’s 
head. OTBERT, with his eyes cast down, 
Stands near the older man; he is some- 
what in the background, and the old man 
rests his right arm on him. In the shad- 
ow, behind each of the old knights, two 
squires are visible. They are dressed in 
armor like their masters, and are not less 
old than they; long white beards flow from 
the visors which are pulled down from 
their helmets. On cushions of scarlet 
velvet the squires hold the helmets of the 
two old men; they are of extraordinary 
shape, and their crests are formed of the 
jaws of fantastic animals. The two old 
men listen in silence; the younger leans 
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his chin upon his two hands joined on the 
handle’s point of an immense Scotch ax. 
The. guests, busily talking together, have 
not perceived them. 


SCHNE VI 
The same. Jos, MAGNUS, OTBERT 


MAGNUS. 
There was 

A time when oaths, made in old Germany, 
Were like our armor and our arms—of steel. 
I think of it with pride, as something solid, 
And lustrous to the eye, which direst battle 
Could never shatter, which was made to match 
The man in spirit, and hugged fast to pillow 
By the most noble, while he slept; which dim 
And rusty, still was strong and to be feared. 
When a proud noble died and was interred, 
His armor covered him not half so well 
As his unbroken word; that, time and death, 
Which rots the fairest steel, must leave untouched. 
But now faith, honor, and our pledgéd word 
Follow the giddy fashions of the day. 
They’re made of tinsel, silk. The strongest vow, 
With witnesses or not, will last about 
As long as lasts a handsome doublet, more 
Or less—most often less; is soon worn out 
And cast aside as are the ragged garments 
Which give offense because they’re out of style. 
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[As Maanus speaks, all look around at him 
with consternation. Sudden silence among 
the guests. 


HATTO (bowing to the old man). 
My father— 
MAGNUS. 

You young fellows make much noise. 
Leave the old men alone in their grim night. 
Your glaring torches hurt their tired eyes. 
We men of old clashed swords. You children 

clash 

Your glasses—but let it be far from us. 


HATTO. 
My lord— 
[ At this moment he perceives all the portraits 
are turned face to the wall. 
What’s this? 
[To Macnus.|] Your pardon, who has dared— 
These portraits, my ancestors, what bold hand 
Has turned them thus? 


MAGNUS. 
I did. 


HATTO. 
You did? 
MAGNUS. 
Yes, I. 
: HATTO. 
My father— 


DUKE GERHARD (to HatTTOo). 
Tis a jest. 
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MAGNUS (to HATTO). 
I turned them thus, 
That they might not see their descendants’ 
shame. 
HATTO (furious). 

For a less insult Barbarossa killed 
His great-uncle Louis. And if you go 
Too far— 


MAGNUS (turning his head half way to HATTO). 
Some one has spoken Barbarossa’s name! 

Some one, I think, praised this barbarian. 

Before me, let none dare to speak his name! 


COUNT LUPUS (laughing). 
What did he do to you, old man? 


MAGNUS. 

My sires, 
Veil, veil your eyes! What did he do to me, 
My masters? Little Count of Mons, ’twas you 
Who asked me, was it not? Go down the Rhine; 
Start from the lake and go to the Seven Moun- 

tains, 

Counting all the proud castles on the way 
Which are in ruins! What he did to me? 
He took our daughters, sisters, and he made 
Them slaves; he built imperial gallows on 
Our rocks, and built them with the stones of our 
Ancestral halls; upon us he made war 
And carnage and assault unto the death; 
He put a slave’s yoke on our noblest men— 
That’s what he did to me, and what he did 
To you! For thirty years we’ve borne with fire 
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And exile, chains, indignities; with wrongs 
And tortures, dungeons, death—all from this 
man, . 
This Cesar, the invincible. From him 
We’ve suffered everything. Good God! like 
Jews, 
Like slaves, we have endured these infamies, 
This one eternal victory; and now 
Our sons, degraded, don’t remember it. 
All bowed before him. When this Frederic, 
A mass of gold from crested head to heel, 
Surged from the top of some breach, all afire, 
And cast his gauntlet in the teeth of our 
Entire army, not one man had strength 
To face him; they all shook with fear, and fled. 
My father— [Indicating the old man. 
Yes, my father who stands here, 
Alone had courage, when he met this god 
In a small passage face to face, to bar 
His way and with a red-hot iron to brand 
His right hand with the mark of a trefoil. 
O memories, O time—all, all is past! 
The lightning’s disappeared from our dazed eyes. 
The baron lords are gone. The ruins strew 
The fields; of all the forest there remains 
But one great oak; 
[Bowing before the old man. 
And that great oak is you, 
My father most revered. 
: [Straightening himself up. 
Accurséd be 
The name of Barbarossa, name abhorred! 
Our crests lie underneath the moulding earth, 
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Our Rhine, dishonored river, flows by naught 
But savage ruins. We shall be avenged! 
Twill be my lot, my task! Without compunction 
Or mercy, pity, shame—on him if he’s 
Alive, or on his race—my hate shall fall. 
God keep me from the tomb ’til this is done! 
God keep me living ’til we are avenged. 
To taste that awful, that unequaled joy, 
- I'd lift my arms from out my tomb and seize 
My prey! To come back to the earth and end 
This holy task, I’d burst the bonds of death. 
Oh, be God willing or be He adverse, 
Whatever gate shuts down upon my soul, 
Let it be heaven or hell, with dauntless heart 
Pll burst it with my fist of iron— 
[Interrupts himself and remains silent. 
Alas! 
What say I—wretched, hopeless, weak old man? 
[He falls into a deep reverie, and does not 
appear to notice anything around him. 
Little by little, the guests resume their 
laughter and gayety. The two old men 
seem like statues. Wine circulates, and 
the revelers resume their jests. 


HATTO (low to DUKE GERHARD, indicating the 
old men, and shrugging his shoulders). 
Age has disturbed their mind. 


GORLOIS (low to Count Lupus, indicating 
HAtTTOo). 
The day will come 
When father will resemble them, and I 
Will be like him. 
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HATTO (to DUKE GERHARD). 
The soldiers are devoted 

To them, that is the worst. 

[In the meantime GorLoIs and some pages — 
have gone toward the window and are 
looking outside. Suddenly GoRuLots turns 
around. 

GORLOIS. 
Father, look there! 

See that old man with the white beard! 


COUNT LUPUS (running to the window). 
How old! 
How slowly he ascends the winding path! 
His brow is bent. 


GIANNILARO (approaching). 
How tired he looks! 


COUNT LUPUS. 
The wind 
Blows lustily through his old cloak. 


GORLOIS. 
It looks 
As though he meant to ask for shelter here. 


ASE MARGRAVE GILISSA. 
He’s a poor beggar! 


BURGRAVE CADWALLA. 
Or a spy. 


BURGRAVE DARIUS. 
Away! 
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HATTO (at the window). 
Let the old wretch be chased away at once, 
With stones! 


LUPUS, GORLOIS, AND PAGES (throwing stones). 
Off with you, dog! 


MAGNUS (awakening with a start). 
Almighty God! 
In what age are we living, and what men 
Are these we call our sons! ‘To stone like this 
A poor old man, who totters to our door! 
[Looking at them all. 
In my day we had follies like the rest: 
We sang, we feasted, we were young, like you. 
But if an old man, bent with age and pain, 
Came unto us, with outstretched hand, to beg, 
Whether we were in midst of revel, feast, 
Or song; we stopped, we filled a casque with 
money, 
And we gave him wine, because, who knows? oft- 
times 
Beggars are sent by God. Then we resumed 
Our revels, while the old man went his way, 
His feeble hands cheered with the touch of gold, 
His sad heart warmed with wine. That’s what 
we did. 
Compare to that what you have done just now. 


JoB (straightening himself up, taking one step 
forward, and touching the shoulder of 
MAGNUS). 

Young man, be still. In my time, at our feasts 
_ Wedrank and sang much gayer songs than you. 
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We used to sit around an entire ox 

Served on a dish of gold; but if, by chance, 

A beggar, an old man in rags, passed by, 

An escort went to meet him; when he came, 

The clarions burst forth, the barons rose, 

The young men ceased to sing or speak or 
smile; 

They bowed themselves before him humbly, 
though 

They might be princes of the Holy Empire. 

The old men stretched their hands to him, and 
said, 

‘* Accept a welcome here, my lord.’ 

[To Gor.Lois.| Go you 
And bring the stranger up. 


HATTO (bowing). 


But— 
JOB (to HATTO). 
Silence! 
DUKE GERHARD. 
My lord— 


JOB (to DUKE GERHARD). 
Who dares to speak when I have said ‘‘Be still!”’ 
[ All fall back in silence. GoRLOIs obeys him 
_ and exrts. 


OTBERT (asvde). 
Good, Count! You, grand old lion, look with 
shame 
On these poor tiger-cats God gave to you 
For sons. But if they goad you on too far, 
Set up your lion’s mane and make them blench. 
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GORLOIS (re-entering, to Jos). 
- He’s coming up, your lordship. 


JoB (to those princes who have remained 
sitting). 
Rise! All rise! 
[To his sons.] Gather around me. 
[To Gor.tots.] Here! 

[To the heralds and trumpeters.] Now, clar- 
ions, blow! 

Blow loud, as though you were to greet a king! 

[Flourishes. The Burgraves and the Princes 
stand onthe left. All the sons and grand- 
sons of JoB stand around him on the right. 
Halberdiers are in the background holding 
the banner high. Through the center door 
enters a beggar, who seems almost as old 
as Count Jos. His white beard descends 
to his stomach; he wears a hooded robe of 
brown drugget, which is in rags; a large 
brown cloak full of rents; his head vs bare; 
around his waist he wears a cord from 
which hangs a large rosary; his naked 
feet are corded. When he reaches the top 
of the sixth step, he stands motionless, 
leaning upon a long, knotted stick. The 
Halberdiers salute him with the banner 
and the clarions blow fresh flourishes. 
GUANHUMARA has appeared before this, 
on the upper story of the promenade, and 
has watched the entire scene. 
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SCENE VII 
Thesame. A BEGGAR 


JOB (standing among his children, to THE 
BecGar, motionless upon the threshold). 

Whoever you may be, have you e’er heard 

That in Taunus, between Cologne and Spire, 

There stands a rock tremendous, by whose side 

Tall mountains look like hills; upon this rock 

Built on a heap of lava stands a burg 

Whose master is redoubted o’er the earth? 

Has it been told you that this lawless man, 

Tainted with crime, renowned for valiant deeds, 

By Frankfurt diet and the Pisan council 

Thrust from the Holy Empire and the church, 

Was chastised, hunted, ostracized, yet still 

Kept on his mountain-top and held his own? 

He waged a tireless war, with never halt 

Nor quarter, ’gainst the Elector Palatine, 

And ’gainst the Archbishop of Treves? With 

bold, 

Unerring foot pushed back, for sixty years, 

‘The ladder which the Empire tried to rest 

Against his wall? Has it been told you that 

The brave-man always finds a shelter there? 

That this-proud burgrave makes the rich man 

poor 
And of the mightiest makes slaves; that now, 
High overhead of all the dukes and kings 
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And emperors, in face of Germany 

All bruised and torn and bleeding from their 
-broils, 

He floats upon his tower, in sign of hate, 

Of grim defiance and of bold appeal 

To the enchainéd people, a black flag, 

Whose gloomy folds sweep out rebellious ’gainst 

The wild destruction of the storms? Has it 

Been told you that he’s near his hundredth year; 

That, braving God and man unto the last, 

He claims, since he ascended to his lair, 

Not wars which have burned castles all around, 

Not Cesar furious, nor almighty Rome, 

Not years, which crush all men beneath their 
weight, 

Have ever vanquished, bent, or broken him, 

This Titan, excommunciated Job? 

Did you know that? 


THE BEGGAR. 
I-did. 


JOB. 
You’re at his home. 

Welcome, my lord. I’m Job, called the ac- 

cursed: [Indicating MaGnus 
This is my son, here at my feet; and these 
Are sons of his, much less in size than we. 
Thus hope often betrays us. My good sword, 
My father left me. It has won for me 
A name of terror. In my mother’s right 
I hold this castle D’ Heppenheff. Name, sword, 
And castle, all belong to you, my guest. 
Now, in your turn, speak loud and free tv us. 
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THE BEGGAR. 
Lords, counts, and princes! Also you, O slaves, 
I enter and salute you, and I-say 
If everything’s at peace within your souls, 
If nothing, when you think of actions past, 
Troubles your hearts, pure as the sky is pure, 
Live, laugh, and sing; but, otherwise, at once 
Direct your thoughts to God. Young men, old 
men, 
You crowned with flowers and you crowned 
with years, 
If underneath God’s sky you do base deeds, 
Look well before you and be grave. Our days 
Are short and full of strange uncertainties. 
Age.comes to few: to most opens the tomb. 
Young men, so proud of being young and strong, 
Think of the old. Old men, remember death! 
Love the sweet law of hospitality ; 
For when we turn a stranger from our door, 
Do we know who he is, or whence he comes? 
Were you all kings, you should respect the poor. 
For God, who with a single breath lays low 
The pines which have withstood a hundred years, 
Can also fill with lightning and with storm 
The hand the beggar hides beneath his rags. 
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PART II 
THE BEGGAR 


ScENE.—Hall of Panoplies. To the left a 
door. In the background a gallery with 
apertures, through which the sky 7s visi- 
ble. Plain walls of basalt. General 
appearance rude and severe. Complete 
suits of armor set up against the pil- 
lars. As the curtain rises, THE BEGGAR 
ts discovered leaning on his staff, in the 
front of the stage; his eyes are fixed on 
the ground, and he seems the prey of 
sorrowful thoughts 


SCENE I 


THE BEGGAR (alone). 
The hour is come to strike the fateful blow! 
All might be saved: but we must risk it all. 
What matters it, if God be on my side! 
Oh, Germany, my country, how thy sons 
Have fallen! In what state, I find thee now, 
After my weary exile. Philip dead, 
And Ladislas a fugitive, and they 
Have poisoned Henry. With an easy mind 
They sold Richard the Lion-Hearted just 
As they would sell Achilles. Fearful fall! 
Complete decadence! Unity is lost. 
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The bonds which held the States are loosening. 

In this land, once the home of bravest men, 

I see Lorrainers, Flemish, Saxons, Franks, 

Moravians, and Bavarians; but of Germans, 

Not one! Adepts these men are in their arts. 

It’s for the monk to sing, the priest to preach, 

It’s for the page to bear his master’s lance. 

For lord barons to rob, for kings to sleep. 

Those who’ve not learned to rob, can only groan, 

And tremblingly, as in the Salic days, 

Kneel at a shrine and kiss its relics. Bah! 

All men are either brutes or cowards, vile 

Or cruel. The Elector Palatine 

As carver, has the first voice after Treves, 

He sells it. Unrespected goes the truce 

Of lords. Bohemia’s king is Slav; he is 

Elector. Every man is bound to stretch 

To his full stature. Horrors everywhere, 

And violence, and force the only right! 

The sock is trampled into lance of steel, 

While scythes forsake the harvest fields for war. 

Incendiarism’s in the air The tramp 

Who passes singing by the cottage door 

Conceals his flint and steel beneath his cloak. 

The Vandals own Berlin—most fearful sight! 

The Pagans are at Dantzic. The Moguls 

« At Breslau. All these horrors crowd themselves 

Persistently upon my aching brain. 

Oh, shame! There is no money. . All is dead — 

The country, cities, and surrounding lands! 

How will the Strasburg spire be raised? By 
whom 

The banner of the towns be borne? By Jews, 
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Who have grown rich out of our civil war. 

Oh, degradation! Sorrow! This empire 

Leaned on great pillars once—on Guelders, 
Cleves, 

On Holland, Luxemburg, Juliers. All gone! 

We have no Poland, no more Lombardy. 

Our only help against a bold attack 

Is Ulm and Augsbourg—homes of bad church- 
men. : 

The work of Charlemagne and pious Othon 

Exists no more. Our eastern frontier’s lost. 

The counts of Alsace claim Upper Lorraine, 

And Lower is possessed by Counts Louvain 

No more Teutonic order. At Gauvain 

There are but eight and twenty cavaliers, 

One hundred men-at-arms, and Denmark threat- 
ens, 

While England agitates her Ghibelines 

And Guelfs; Lorrainers are all traitors. 

Brabant grows, and fire is smoldering at Turin. 

~ He’s strong, Philip Augustus; Genoa 

Demands a price; the interdict hangs still. 

The Holy Father, seated on his throne, 

Uncertain, haughty, dreams away, in Rome. 

And not one leader—God! at such a time. 

The mad electors crown whoever pays; 

They fight each other, digging their own graves. 

And as a victim, bleeding, must succumb 

When four strong horses rend his limbs apart, 

So these electors let four emperors 

From Ratisbonne to Anvers, and Lubeck 

To Spire, dismember our great empire. God! 

Oh, Germany—poor Germany! Alas! 


VOL. 22 
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[His head falls on his breast; he slowly extts 
through the back. OTBERT, who entered 
an instant before, follows him with his 
eyes. THE BEGGAR disappears under the 
arches of the gallery. Suddenly OTBERT’S 
face brightens with joy and surprise. RkE-. 
GINA appears on the side opposite where 
THE BrcGaR went out; she is radiant 
‘with happiness and health. 


SCENE II 
OTBERT, REGINA. 


OTBERT. 
Regina! Is it possible? ’Tis you! 


REGINA. 
Yes, dear Otbert! I speak, I breathe, I live! 
My feet have lifein them. My lips have smiles. 
I’m free from suffering, full of vigor new; 
I live, ’'m happy, I belong to you. 


OTBERT (gazing at her). 
Oh, joy! 
REGINA. 
I slept last night in such great calm. 
‘If aught stirred in my brain, ’twas thought of 
you! - 
What a sweet sleep! without a single pain. 
And when. the morning sun awoke me, love, 
It was a birth into another world. 
The sparrows’ cheerful song fell on my ear; 
The flowers unclosed their leaves so ardently 


de 
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I felt them breathe. My soul had sympathy 
For everything with voice, for everything 
With life, and tears fell from my happy eyes. 
I cried to the sweet birds, to the sweet flowers, 
‘°Tis I, oh dear companions, it is I!’’ 
Otbert, I love you! 
[Throws herself into his arms; she draws the 
phial from her breast. 
Your elixir’s life. 
You’ve cured me, won me from Death’s arms, 
Otbert; 
Now save me from Hatto’s! 


OTBERT. 
I will, my love! 
y My beauty, my Regina! Oh, my joy! 
. I will not leave my work undone. But do 


ai: ; ; : 
, Not praise me. Iam nothing; neither good 
4 Nor virtuous nor strong. I’ve naught but love. 


You live, and life begins also for me! 
You live: my soul is born again like yours. 


Ad Look in my eyes. God! you are beautiful. 
ie Is’t true you do not suffer any more? 

Pe REGINA. 

E The pain is truly gone, forever gone! 

ae OTBERT. 

Z My God, I thank you! 


3 


REGINA. 
I thank you, Otbert! 
[They remain clasped in each other’s arms 
for an mstant; then Recina draws her- 
self away. 


i 
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Our good Count Job expects me. Oh, my king, 
T only came to say I loved you. Now, 
T’ll go. Good-by! 
OTBERT. 
Come back. 


REGINA. 
Yes, by-and-by, 
But I must hurry now; he waits for me. 
[ Hatts. 
OTBERT (falling on his knees, and lifting his 
hands to heaven). 


I thank Thee, God in heaven. She is saved! 
[GUANHUMARA appears up stage. 


SCENE III 
OTBERT, GUANHUMARA 


GUANHUMARA (placing her hand on OTBERT’S 
shoulder). 
Well. 


OTBERT (with horror). 
_Guanhumara! 


GUANHUMARA. 


: Are you satisfied? 
You see, I kept my promise. 


OTBERT. 
I'll keep mine. 
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GUANHUMARA. 
Without relenting? 


OTBERT. 
Without weakness. Then— 
[Asede.] Jl kill myself. 


GUANHUMARA. 


You will be waited for 
To-night at twelve. 


OTBERT. 
W here? 


GUANHUMARA. 


By the tower which floats 
The black flag. 


OTBERT. 
’Tis a ghastly place. No one 
Dares go there. It is said the rock is marked— 


GUANHUMARA. 
With blood. It creeps from out a window which 
O’erhangs the torrent. 


OTBERT (wth horror). 
Blood? It’s blood, you say? 
Blood burns and stains forever! 


GUANHUMARA. 
No, it cleans; 
It quenches thirst! 


OTBERT. 
. What orders to your slave? 
Whom shall I find there? 
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GUANHUMARA. 


You will find a man, 
Alone and masked. 


OTBERT. 
What then? 


GUANHUMARA. 
You’ll follow him. 


OTBERT. 

’Tis well! 

[GUANHUMARA vvolently seizes the dagger 
which OTBERT wears at his belt; she 
draws it out and fixes a terrible look on 
ats blade, then lifts her eyes to heaven. 


GUANHUMARA. 
O mighty skies! Mysterious depths! 
Great fecund ocean of eternal blue! 
Night, calm, majestic, sad, serene! 
You, whom I clung to through my long exile, 
You, link of my old chain, my faithful friend, 
Bear witness now! And you, walls, castle, oaks, 
“Which lend your shade to hide vindictive steps, 
Listen tome! To this avenging knife 
.I dedicate the life of Fosco, lord 
Of forests, rocks, and fields; as dark as you, 
O night! as old as you, great oaks! 


OTBERT. 


Who is 
This Fosco? 


‘ 
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GUANHUMARA. 
By your hand he dies to-night. 
[Giving back dagger. 
Farewell, till midnight! 
[She goes out through the gallery at the back, 
and does not see JoB and Recina, who 
come in from the opposite side. 


OTBERT (alone). 
Pity me, my God! 


SCENE IV 
OTBERT, REGINA, JOB 


REGINA (enters running, then goes back to 
Count Jos, who is following slowly). 
Yes, Icanrun! My lord, look! see! I can— 
[ Approaches OTBERT, who seems to be yet list- 
ening to the last words of GUANHUMARA; 
he has not seen them come in. 
Otbert, we’re here! 


OTBERT (starting from his reverie). 
My lord and countess! Yes! 


JOB. 
This morning, heavier than usual, grief 
Oppressed me. What the beggar said last night 
Flashed every moment through my weary brain. 
[To Reatna.] I thought of you almost in 
Death’s cold arms, 
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. Of your sweet mother, whose pale shadow 
haunts 

This place— 

[To OTBERT.] When suddenly into my room, 

Fresh, rosy, sparkling eyes and radiant brow, 

She bursts, this girl—my child. A miracle! 

I laugh, I weep. I tremble for great joy. 

“Come thank Sir Otbert,’’ she exclaims; and I— 

I answer, ‘‘Let us run to thank him. Come!”’ 

We crossed the whole deserted castle— 


REGINA (gayly). 
And— 
We’ve run to you— . 


JOB (to OTBERT). 
What mystery is this? 
Regina’s health restored? Quick, tell me all! 
Whence did you get the power to save her? 
Speak! 


OTBERT. 
It was a philter sold me by a slave. 


JOB. 
From this day forth that slave is free. I give 
Him fields and vines, one hundred livres in gold; 
-I pardon all our men condemned to death; 
I grant the franchise to a thousand peasants 
Whom our: Regina shall select. 
: | He takes their hands. 
My heart 

Will burst with joy. 

[Looking at them tenderly. 

"Tis happiness enough 
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For me to look at you! 

[He takes a few steps forward and seems lost 
in a somber reverie. 

’Tis true, I am accursed! 

I’m old, alone, and sad. I hide myself 

Down in the dungeon of my sires, and there 

Dejected, dumb, and lost, I sit and watch 

The shadows hemming in my loneliness. 

Life is so dark! I turn my glance afar 

O’er Germany and find nothing but hate, 

But tyrants, butchers, steeped in wine or blood. 

Poor country! whom a thousand arms push 
down 

The precipice, where it must lodge at last, 

Unless God lets some giant soul go by 

Who will have pity and will hold it back. 

My country tortures me! As to my race, 

My children, and my home, all’s evil, hate, 

And wrong. Hatto against Magnus, and Gorlois 

Against Hatto. The whelp defiant snarls 

And gnashes at the wolf. My race makes me 

Afraid. It makes me look into myself, 

Into my life! I blench before it, God! 

Such a revolting mask wears every act 

Which memory calls up from out my soul. 

Yes, dark—all dark! My country’s rent by 
demons; 

I have begotten monsters, and black specters 

Haunt my dark soul. When my gaunt eye 
grows sick 

. Of gazing on this waste, this triple night, 

And vainly seeking God and God’s daylight, 

Dares to escape the desert, where I dream, 
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I need to see you, holy rays of sun, 

You saints, who hover merciful near hell, 

You children, shining with the grace of life, 

You brave young man, you pure and radiant 
girl, 

Who, when you turn your virgin eyes on me, 

Are like two angels bringing peace to Satan. 


OTBERT (aside). 
Sorrow! 
REGINA. 
Alas! my lord. 


JOB. 
Come! let me clasp 

You both close to my heart. 

[To OTBERT, looking at him tenderly. 

Your glance is true: 

One knows you would be faithful to an oath— 
As faithful as the eagle to the sun, 
As is the steel unto the magnet. Yes, 
All that he promises, this boy will do. 
[To Reaina.] Isitnotso? — 


REGINA. 
I owe my life to him. 
. JOB. 
Before my fall, I was like him—as pure, 
As chaste, as true as is a virgin or 
An unfleshed sword! | Goes to window. 
< Soft air, a smiling sun, 

Give new assurance to the sinking heart. 

Coming back to REGINA and indicating Or- 

BERT. 
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Look you, Regina, yon brave figure there 

Reminds me of a boy, my last born son. 

It seemed like pardon, when he came to me. 

"Tis twenty years! A child to my old age, 

How great a gift! I stood beside his cradle 

Ceaselessly, e’en while he slept. I talked 

So gayly! We’re most foolish when we’re old. 

And nights, I held his blonde head on my 
knee. 

You cannot know, for then you were not born. 

He prattled back those words which make us 
laugh. 

Not one year yet! Oh, he was very bright; 

He knew me always—I can’t tell it all. 

- He laughed; and I, old dotard that I was, 

With that sweet laughter drank in life’s sun- 
shine. 

I thought to rear him great, a conqueror. 

I called him George. One day—sad memory !— 

While he was playing in the fields—oh, when 

You are a mother never let your boy 

Play far from you—they -took him from me! 
Jews! 

A woman! Why? Toslaughter him, they said, 

Upon their Sabbath day. ’Tis twenty years, 

And yet I weep to-day, the same as then. 

I loved him so! He was my little king. 

I was quite mad with joy—quite drunk with joy. 

When his sweet hands played with my old gray 
beard, 

I felt as any soul must feel when heaven 

Is opening and celestial joys float down 

Upon it! Thatis all! It breaks my heart! 
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[To OTBERT.| He would have been your age. 
He would have had 

Your noble brow! He would be innocent, 

Like you. Ilove you! Come, come tomy arms! 

[GUANHUMARA has come in before this, and 
has observed this scene from the back, 
without being seen. JOB presses OTBERT 
in a close embrace and weeps. 

Sometimes, in seeing you, I’ve said, ‘‘ ’Tis he!”’ 

By a strange fascinating miracle, 

Your eyes, your air, your voice, your ways, 

In bringing back this lost son to my soul, 

Make me remember and forget him too. 

Oh, be my son! 


OTBERT. 
My lord! 


JOB. 

Yes, son. Hear me! 
You splendid boy, in love with truth and right, 
Child of nobody, orphan, without home, 
But with a great heart, filled with noble dreams, 
When I say, ‘‘Young man, be my son,”’ to you, 
Do you know what I mean? - All that I mean? 
[To OrTBERT and Reeina.] I know. My chil- 

dren, listen. It is hard 

‘To pass long days with an old man whose face 
Is turned forever to the tomb; to live 
From dreary morn to evening in a cell 
When womanhood is beautiful and manhood 
Is supreme. Oh, it would be inhuman, 
Odious, and vile, if in that gloomy cell, 
In spite of the old man, whose eyes are dull, 
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What I do mean is this: the old man sees, 
He knows what love is, and he bids you wed. 


REGINA (beside herself with joy). 
Kind Heaven! 


JOB (to REGINA). 
T’ll complete your cure, my child! 


OTBERT. 
You say— 
JOB (to REGINA). 

Your mother left you to my care. 
She was my niece. Alas! she is no more. 
I watched her die. And seven of my sons, 
I watched them die. They were my bravest 

sons. 

Then George—they robbed me of my pretty boy! 
And my last wife, she died! I lost them all. 
That is the penalty of living long. 
We see death follow death, with certain law, 
Just as month follows month, while every year 
Brings new funereal garments to the home! 
But you, at least, Regina, shall be happy; 
You shall marry each other. It is right. 
Hatto would crush you, flower that you are! 
When your good mother died, I said to her, 
“Your daughter is my daughter. Have no fear. 
If need be, I will shed my blood for her!’’ 


REGINA. 
A good, kind father you have been to me. 


JOB. 
I promised it. 
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[To OTBERT.] You, son, grow tall and rugged; 

Be a warrior. You’ve no possessions, 

But I will give for dowry to your bride 

My fief of Rammerberg, dependency 

Of Heppenheff. Go, seek your destiny 

As Nimrod did, and Cesar, and Pompey. 

I had two mothers—one, a woman; one, 

A sword. I was the bastard of a count, 

And son legitimate of my own deeds. 

Do you, as I did. [Aszde.] All except the 
crimes. 

[Aloud.] Above all things, be honest and be 
brave! 

I’ve thought about this marriage a long time. 

The free knight Job can well ally himself 

With Otbert, the free archer. I suppose 

You’ve said, ‘‘I’ll have to live a wretched life, 

Condemned to be a page to the old count, 

A dog to the old lion, chained to him 

As long as he shall live.”’ Ah, no, my son! 

I love you for your happiness, not mine. 

Old men are not as selfish as you think. 

Let us arrange it all. I fear Hatto. 

We’ll have no words about it here. *Twere 
death. [Lowering his voice. 

My tower has a passage to the moats. 

I keep the keys. Otbert, to-night, with guards 

You shall depart. The rest concerns yourselves. 


. OTBERT. 
But— = 


JOB (smiling). 
You refuse? 
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OTBERT. 
To enter Paradise? 
Oh, no! 
JOB. 
Then do not say another word. 
But do as I have bid you. When the sun 
Has set, you must depart in haste. I’m here 
To keep Hatto from going in pursuit. 
The marriage can take place at Caub— 
[GUANHUMARA, who has heard everything, 
goes out. Jos takes the arm of each 
within his own and looks at them ten- 
derly. 
And now, 
My lovers, tell me I have made you happy, 
Ere you leave me. 


REGINA. 
My dear father, yes! 


JOB. 

I want a last word full of love from you. 
Think what my life will be, when you are gone! 
When my dark past, grown heavier eyery hour, - 
Surrounds me once again! 

[To Recina.] Alas! my child, 
Though we can silence memory sometimes, 
Its voice is never rendered dumb. 

[To OrBERT.] I feel 

All will be well. Ill let Gunther, my chaplain, 
Go with you. Some day you’ll come back to me. 
Restrain your tears for I need all my strength. 
You’rehappy! Youarelovers! Youare young! 
What does it matter if an old man weeps? 
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Take what life gives at twenty years. Good-by! 
God surely will not let me suffer long. 
Wait for me here. Otbert, you know the doen 
I go to get the keys. Ill bring them here. 

' [He goes out through door on the left. 


SCENE V 
OTBERT, REGINA 


OTBERT (watching him with bewilderment, as 
he goes out). 

Heaven, kind Heaven, I do not understand! 

Fly with Regina from this fearful place? 

Oh, if I’m dreaming, lady, pity me, 

_ And do not wake me! Is it truly you? 

You, angel, you belong to me? To-night? 

Oh, let us fly at once! God! if you knew. 

There Eden radiant, and behind me, hell. 

To fly to happiness! To fly from crime! 


REGINA. 
My love, what say you? 


OTBERT. 
Nothing. I will fly. 

My oath! Regina, love, I swore an oath! 
It does not matter. I'll escape. I’ll fly! 
God, who is just, will judge me. He was kind. 
That old man isa saint. Ilove him! Yes, 
We'll fly! Come quickly; everything will help, 
I feel it! Nothing would have heart to bar 
The way to our sweet happiness! 
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[During the last moments, GUANHUMARA has 
come back through the gallery. She has 
brought Harro, and with her finger points 
to OTBERT and ReGina who are locked in 
each other’s arms. Hatto makes a sign, 
and behind him enter a crowd of Princes, 
Burgraves, and Soldiers. THe Marquis 
points to the two lovers, who, absorbed in 
each other, hear nothing and see nothing. 
When, with a start, OTBERT turns to go, 
drawing ReGina with him, Harto bars 
the way. GUANHUMARA has disappeared. 


SCENE VI 


OTBERT, REGINA, Hatto, MaGnus, GORLOIs, 
the Burgraves, Princes, GIANNILARO, Sol- 
diers, afterward THE BEGGAR, afterward 
JOB 

HATTO (to OTBERT). 
Why not? 
REGINA. 
Heavens! Hatto! 


HATTO (to the Archers). 
Seize that woman and that man! 


OTBERT (drawing his sword and with a gest- 
| ure stopping the Soldiers). 

_ My lord, you are a wretch! A traitor! Vile 
And base! I’d like to see if terror too 

Lies at the bottom of your recreant heart, 
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Choked as it is with every hideous vice. 
Between ourselves, my marquis, I suspect 
You’re nothing but a coward; and these lords, 
Who doubtless are more brave than you, will see, 
When I have struck the mask of valor off, 

A sickly hue of fear creep o’er your face. 

By her own sovereign choice, I speak for her— 

Regina, noble, Countess of the Rhine. 

Prince, she refuses you and marries me. 

I challenge you to meet me on the sward 

Near to the Wisper, not three miles from here, 

With any weapon, single combat, now, 

Without delay, mercy, or quarter, face 

Uncovered, on the borders of the stream. 

Into the stream the vanquished will be thrown. 

We kill or die! 

[ReGina faints; her women carry her off. 
OrTBERT bars the way to the Archers who 
try to approach. 

Beware! Let no one stir! 

I speak to all these lords. Pray, listen well. 

You princes, who unto this mount have come, 

Duke Gerhard, Sir Uther the pendragon 

Of Brittany, Darius the Burgrave, 

And Burgrave Cadwalla, before you all 

I strike this baron in the face and claim, 

In order to chastise him for his crimes, 

The right of the free archers ’gainst free counts. 

[He strikes his glove across Hatto’s face. 
THE Br@carR enters, unnoticed among 
the crowd. 

HATTO. 

I’ve let you talk! 
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near hum in the crowd of Princes. 
. My sword is trembling yet, 
Giannilaro, in its sheath. 
[To OTBERT.| Now, sir, 
For you! Who may you be, my daring friend? 
Speak! Are you son to king or sovereign, 
duke 
Or margrave, that -you dare defy me thus? 
Come! Let us hear your name—if you know it! 
You call yourself Otbert, Archer— 
[To Lords.| He lies! 
[To OTBERT.] You lie! Your name is not Ot- 
‘pert. I know 
From whence you come, whose family you are, 
What you are worth! Your name, my master, 
is 
Yorghi—’ tis Yorghi Spadaceli, and you 
Are not so much as noble. Come, I know! 
Your sire was Corsican, your mother Slav. 
You’re but a cheat! A slave, son of a slave! 
Away! 
[To nobles.| My lords, we’ve many princes 
here. 
If they will stand by him, I'll fight them all. 
Firm foot, at any place, at any time, 
Two daggers to the hand and naked breast. 
[To OTBERT.| But you, presumptuous brigand, 
Corsican, 
Escaped from apes, throw your gloves to the 
valets! 
OTBERT. 
You wretch! 


84 DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


THE BEGGAR (taking one step toward HattTo). 

Marquis, I’m ninety-two years old, 

But I’ll stand up against you! Ho! A sword! 

[He throws away his staff and takes a sword 

from one of the panoplies suspended on 
the wall. 


HATTO (bursting into a laugh). 
A fool was lacking to this feast, my lords! 
Behold him! From whence comes the churl? 
We’ve jumped from gypsy to a beggar! Well! 
What is your name? ; 


THE BEGGAR. 


’Tis Frederic of Suabiee 
German Emperor! 


MAGNUS. 
_?Tis Barbarossa! 

[Surprise and stupefaction. Everybody moves 
and forms a sort of circle around THE 
BEGGAR, who disengages a cross which is 
suspended around his neck and holds at 
up, im hrs right hand; his left rests on 
the sword, whose point sticks into the 
ground. 


THE BEGGAR. 
Behold the cross of Charlemagne! 
[ All eyes are fixed upon the cross; moment of 
silence. He continues. 
x Yes, I! 
Lord of the mountain whereon I was born, 
King of the Romans and crowned emperor, 
Sword-bearer to almighty God, and King 
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Of Burgundy and Arles. The holy tomb 

Where great Charles slept, unworthy, I pro- 
faned. 

I’ve made atonement for it. Twenty years 

On bended knees I’ve wept, despaired, and 
prayed, 

Within a desert, living on the herbs 

Of nature and the dews from heaven. I was 

A phantom horrible to all who saw. 

The whole world thought me lost among the 
dead, , 

But in those depths I heard my country call. 

I left behind my chosen solitudes. 

For high should every patriot stand to-day. 

Who here can recognize me? 


MAGNUS (approaching). 


Show your arm, 
You Roman Cesar! ‘ 


THE BEGGAR. 
Yes, the trefoil’s there 

Which one of you burned on it. 

[Holds out his arm to MAGNUS. 
Look! 
[Maanus bends over and examines THE BEG- 
GAR’s arm carefully, then straightens him- 
self up. 


MAGNUS (to spectators). 
It is! 
Since I have recognized him, I will speak. 
’Tis Emperor Frederic Barbarossa! 
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ALL. 
Ah! 
[Surprise ts at its height; the circle grows 
larger, THE Emperor, leaning on the 
great sword, turns toward the guests 
and fixes a terrible glance on them. 


THE EMPEROR. 


_ You’ve heard my steps before within these vales, 

When golden spurs clanked on my heels. Look 
well, 

And recognize the master, O burgraves, 

Who subjugated Kurope, gave new birth 

To Othon’s Germany and made her queen; 

Whom three sovereigns in Mersebourg, two popes 

In Rome, made supreme judge, because he was 

An honest noble and good emperor; 

I who gave a crown to Suénon, the tiara 

Unto Victor, and with the scepter touched 

Their brows; who overthrew the Hermann’s 
throne ; 

Who subjugated in Icéne and Thrace, 

The cailiff Arslau, Isaac emperor; 

Who, Genoa, Pisa, Milan keeping down, 

Suppressing wars and cries and treacheries and 
rage, 

Held all the hundred towns of Italy 

In his large hand. He is the one who speaks, 

Who-rises up before you now! 

[Takes a step forward, all fall back. 
I’ve known 

How to track wolves. I’ve known how to judge 

kings. 
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I’ve had the chiefs of seven Lombardian cities 
Hanged. I have broken through ten thousand 
_halberds 
With which Albert the Bear defied my will! 
My footsteps are in every road. My hands 
Dismembered Henry’s kingdom, took away 
His duchies, provinces, and with the wreck 
Made fourteen princes. Yes, for forty years, 
With iron fingers I’ve been pulling down 
Your Rhenish towers, stone by stone. Bandits, 
You recognize me! Now I come to say 
That I feel pity for my country’s state, 
That I intend to blot you from the earth 
And blow your shameful ashes to the winds. 
| Turns to the Archers. 
Your soldiers understand me. They are mine. 
I count on them. They shared my glory ere 
They shared your shame. Twas under me 
They served before our land was blighted, and 
They’ ve not forgotten their old emperor. 
Am I not right, my veterans, comrades, friends? 
[To the Burgraves.| Ah, wretches, recreants, 
ravagers of homes! 
My death gave life to you. Well, touch and 
hear 
And see, ’tis I! 
[Taking long strides among them; all fall 
back. 
No doubt you think yourselves 
Brave cavaliers! You’re saying, under breath, 
‘“We’re sons of barons and great noblemen; 
We continue the race!’’ Continue it? 
Your fathers, great in mind as well as size, 
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Fought in great wars. They made great marches, 
leaped 

O’er bridges, which the enemy broke down; 

Dared pikemen, squadrons; music at their head, 

And clarions blowing, faced a world entire, 

And held their own. However high the castle, 

Mountain, they could take the strongest tower 

With a mere wooden ladder, bending ’neath 

Their weight and braced against defended walls, 

Whence sulphur rainéd down. Yes, on a cord, 

These warriors, more like fiends than men, have 
rocked 

In the abysses, while the night winds lashed 

Their bodies ’gainst the jagged rocks. If any 

Blamed these night assaults, the captains bold 

Threw their defiance at the Emperor 

And waited, one ’gainst twenty, in the shade 

For day to come and bring their sovereign. 

’T was thus they gained their castles, cities, lands. 

So well they fought, that after twenty years 

When eyes looked ’round to see how things had 
changed, 

Behold! small men were dukes, great men were 
kings. ; 

But you, like jackals and like vultures, hid 

Behind the copse, behind the osier-trees, 

Vile, silent, crouching, dagger in your hand, 

Dreading the bite of every vagrant dog; 

You lie in wait, sunk in some loathsome marsh, 

Close to those roads considered dangerous 

For sound of:footstep or for bell of mule. 

You go a hundred strong to rob one man; 

Then, with your booty, fly back to your rock, 
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Do you dare call yourselves your fathers’ sons— 

Your fathers, strong among the strong, and 
great 

Among the greatest? They were conquerors, 

While you are only robbers! 

[The Burgraves bow their heads with humil- 
tation, indignation, and terror. He con- 
tinues. 

Had you hearts, 

Could you be made to feel, I’d say to you, 


‘You are too infamous.’’ What moment, cow- 
ards, 

Do you choose to follow sa) Berege business? 
Speak! 

Good God! You choose the hour when Ger- 
many 


Expires! What ignominy! Wicked sons, 

You rob your mother as she gasps for life. 

She weeps, and lifting high her stiffening arms, 

Cries with the breath that rattles in her throat, 

‘Be cursed!’? What she inaudibly has said, 

I say aloud. I am your emperor. 

Iam no more your guest. I claim my rights— 

Now, on the instant! Having scourged myself, 

I’ve come to wreak God’s vengeance on you all. 

[He perceives the two Margraves, PLATON and 
Giuissa, and walks up to them. 

Lord of Moravia, Marquis of Lusatia, 

‘What do you on the borders of the Rhine? 

Is this your Bice While with these bandits, 
here, 

You clash your glasses, in the Hast one hears — 

The champ of war-steeds. Oriental hordes 
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Stand at Vienna’s gates. To the frontier, 
My lords! Moveon! Remember bearded Henry, 
Ernest the Breast-plated! Tothefront! Away! 
We guard the battlements. You guard the moat. 
[Perceiving ZOAGLIO GIANNILARO. 
Giannilaro, I’m not pleased to see 
Youhere. Whatdo you want? Come, Genoese, 
Go back to Genoa! 
[To the Pendragon of Brittany. 
And what wants he, 
Sir Uther? Bretons too? We seem to have 
All earth’s adventurers here. 
[To the two Margraves, PLATON and GILISSA. 
Margraves, you pay 
One hundred thousand marks of fine. 
[To Count Lupus.] You’re young, 
But wickeder than young. You’re nothing now. 
Your city I make free! 
[To DUKE GERHARD.] She lost her county, 
Countess Isabel. You were the thief. 
You go to Bale; the imperial chamber we 
Will convene there and publicly, my prince. 
You’ll walk a mile, and in your arms carry 
A Jew! 
[Zo the Soldiers.| Now liberate your prisoners, 
And link the cruel chains they’ve worn so long 
Around their master’s neck. 
[To the Burgraves.| ’Tis a surprise? 
You had not counted on this resurrection? No! 
You spent your hours in feasts and wine and 
dance, 
You sang your songs, you shouted loud for joy, 
You gayly dug your nails into the flesh 
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Of your poor victims! Yes, this nation which 

I love, you tore its limbs asunder, and 

Between your greedy selves, you parceled out 

The palpitating spoils. But suddenly, 

To this lair of monstrosity, he comes— 

The great avenger, furious and strong! 

He scales the walls called inaccessible, 

And like an eagle, swoops upon his prey. 

[ All are dumb with consternation and terror. 
Jos has entered the hall during the speech, 
and has silently joined the crowd of 
nobles. Macnus alone has listened to 
THE EmprErRor without fear, and has 
looked fixedly at him the whole time. 
When BARBAROSSA has finished, MAG- 
Nus looks at him once more from head 
to foot, then his countenance changes to 
a wild expression of joy and of fury. 


MAGNUS (his eye fixed on THE EMPEROR). 

Yes, it is he indeed—alive! 

| With a violent gesture he pushes aside Sol- 
diers and Princes, goes wp stage, with a 
single bound ascends the six steps of the 
staircase, with his two fists seizes hold 
of the battlements of the gallery, and 
cries to those outside with a voice of 
thunder. 

What ho! 

Treble your sentinels! Lift up the bridge! 

Go, archers, to the turrets; slingers to 

The wings! Down the portcullis! Man the 
walls! 
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A thousand in the battlements, a thousand 
In the gorge. The rest go to the woods! 
Cut granite and cut trees—the biggest blocks, 
The tallest trees; and on this mound which keeps 
A world in awe, w~’ll build a gallows worthy 
Of this great emperor! | He comes down: 
He gave himself! 
He is our prisoner! 
[Folding his arms and looking at THE Em- 
PEROR face to face. 
I must admire 
You, sire. Whereare your people? Harbingers? 
Shall we soon hear your trumpets blow? Will 
you 
Upon this stronghold which you mean to raze 
Strew salt as at Lubeck, or hemp, as once 
You did at Pisa? What? We hear no sound! 
Have you come all alone? No army, Cesar? 
No troops? I know that is your usual way! 
1 know ’twas in this fashion, all alone, 
Your sword in hand, your name upon your lips, 
You burst the gates and captured Tarsus and 
Coré. One step sufficed. It needed but 
One cry to force Utrecht and Genoa, and 
Rome degenerate; Iconium bent 
Before you, Lombardy grew pale as soon 
As Milan shivered at your breath of steel. 
All that we know! But know you who we are? 
. [Pointing to Soldiers. 
Just now I heard you speaking to these men. 
You called them veterans, comrades! Good! 
But see. 
Not one of them has stirred an inch. Because 
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You’re nothing here. My father is the man— 

The man they fear, the man they love! To Job 

These men belong more than they do to God! 

Unto the bandit lord there’s nothing sacred 

But his guest, and you are our guest no more! - 

You said it but a moment since, yourself. 
[Indicating Jos. 

That is my father—look, that old man there! 

>T was he who branded you upon the arm. 

That mark is better proof of your estate 

Than all the sacred oil rubbed off your brow. 

The hatred of you twain outweighs your years. 

You put a price upon his head; he did 

The same by yours. And nowheholdsit. You 

Are here alone, unharmed, and in our power. 

Fritz-Hohenstaufen, gaze upon us well. 

Sooner than enter here, in this dumb crowd 

Of princes, fierce, revengeful, mad with hate, 

Darius, Gorlois, Hatto, Magnus, Job— 

Mighty Count Job, the burgrave of Taunus; 

Sooner than enter here, you King of Arles, 

Who scarcely know with whom you speak, you 

madman 

Whose rash folly is a sure guarantee 

That you are Barbarossa—mark me now, 

It would have been far better had you gone 

By darkest night into some fearful den 

Of Africa, and suddenly amid 

The gloom found you were hemmed in by wild 

beasts, 

By tigers, lionesses, on the spring, 

With lust of murder in their gleaming eyes. 

[While Maenus has been talking, the circle 


94 DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


of Burgraves has drawn itself closer 
around THE EmpErRor. Behind the Bur- 
graves a treble line of Soldiers, armed to 
the teeth, have ranged themselves in si- 
lence; above them rises the great stand- 
ard of the burg, red and white equally 
divided, with a silver ax embroidered 
on a field of gules; this motto ts under 
the ax, ‘‘Monti comam, viro caput.’? THE 
Emperor, without yielding a. step, over- 
awes this crowd. Suddenly, when Maac- 
NuS has concluded, one of the Burgraves 
draws his sword. 


CADWALLA (drawing his sword). 
Yes, Cesar, give us back our citadels. 


DARIUS (drawing his sword). 
Our burgs, which are no mere than nests for 
birds. 
HATTO (drawing his sword). 
The friends you killed, who come to haunt our 
turrets 
When the fierce night winds moan and blow! 


MAGNUS (seizing his ax). 

are) 2 Yes, yes! 

You come out from the tomb? Well, then, go - 
back. 

T’ll send you there, that, on the instant when 
A thousand voices rapturously ery, 
‘‘He lives!’’ dull echo will retort, ‘‘He’s dead!’’> 
Oh, tremble, fool, who thought to menace us! 


\ 
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[The Burgraves with swords drawn and vio- 
lent cries press around BARBAROSSA. JOB 
comes out of the crowd and raises his 
hand, all are silent. 


JOB (to THE EMPEROR). 
My son Magnus has told you, sire, the truth. 
You are my enemy. I was the man, 
The furious soldier, who gave you the wound. 
- I hate you, but I want a Germany 
Within the world! My country’s breaking, sire. 
She’s tottering o’er her grave. You can save 
her. : 
Where they defied you, on my knees I fall, 
Prostrate before my emperor, whom my God 
Brings back. 
[He kneels before BARBAROSSA, then half turns 
to the Princes and Burgraves. 
Kneel, all of you! Cast down your swords! 
[All throw down their swords and kneel, ex- 
cept Maanus. Jos, still kneeling, speaks 
to THE EMPEROR. 
This hapless nation needs you—only you! 
Help us! Without you, the whole country’s lost. 
There are in Germany two Germans left: 
You’re one, and Iam one. That is enough! 
Reign, sire! [ Designating the others. 
T let them talk, poor foolish men! 
Excuse them; they are young! 
[To Maanus, who ts still standing. 
Magnus, obey! 
[Maanus, a prey to some gloomy trresolution, 
appears to hesitate; his father makes a 
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gesture; he falls on his knees. JOB con- 
tinues. 

It ig a truth that serfs and barons, naked feet 

And visored brows, that laborers and hunters 

Must always live on hate. Eternally 

The mountain-tops have fought the fields. You 
know 

It, sire. Now, without anger, I admit 

The barons acted ill—the mountain-tops 

Were wrong. [Rising up: to the Soldiers. 

Go, set the captives free, at once! 

[The Soldiers obey in silence and detach the 
chains of the prisoners, who during this 
scene have stood in groups in the gallery 
at the back of the stage. JoB continues. 

Now, burgraves, you, take as great Cesar bids 

Their chains and clogs! 

[The Burgraves rise up in indignation. JOB 
looks at them with authority. 

| Begin with me! 

[With a gesture he orders a Soldier to put one 
of the iron collars on his neck. The Sol- 
dier drops his eyes and turns away his 
head. Jos repeats the sign, the Soldier 
obeys. The other Burgraves allow them- 
selves to be chained without resistance. 

« Jos, with his chain attached to his neck, 
turns to THE EMPEROR. 

Behold! 

We are as you would have us. Emperor, 

In his own palace Job becomes a slave 

And brings his head to you. But if the brow 

Which years of fearful struggle have not bent, 
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Deserves your pity, listen, O my king! 

When you, our master, go to the frontier, 

Let us—grant us this one, this final prayer— 

Let us go with you, prisoners, soldiers too. 

We’ll keep our chains, but put us face to face 

- With your worst enemies, the most inhuman, 

The most depraved; and be they Vandals, Mag- 
yars, 

Be they Hungarians wild, be they more thick 

Than is the hail of springtime or the snows 

Of winter: be they more in numbers than 

The grains of wheat in a rich harvest time, 

You’ll see us, scourged and humbled as we are, 

With eyes cast down, rebellious ’gainst our 
shame, 

Sweep—in God’s sight I swear it!—sweep these 
hordes 

Like dust before your eyes. Chained, terrible, 

And dauntless, soaked from head to foot in blood, 

We who are convicts here, there will be gods! 


CAPTAIN OF ARCHERS OF THE BURG (advancing 
toward Jos, and bowing, awarts his 
orders). 

My lord! 

[Jos shakes his head and signs to him to ad- 
dress THE EMPEROR, who stands mottion- 
less and silent. Tur Captain turns to 
THE EMPEROR and salutes him with great 
respect. 

Sire! 


THE EMPEROR (indicating the Burgraves). 
Take them off to prison! 
aD VoL. 22 
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[The Soldiers lead the Burgraves off, all ex- 
cept JoB, who, upon a sign from THE EmM- 
PEROR, remains. All go out. When they 
are alone. FREDERIC approaches Jos and 
unfastens his chain. Jos, stupefied, lets 
him do it. A moment of silence. 


THE EMPEROR (looking into JoB’s face). 
Fosco! 


JOB (shuddering with horror). 
Great heaven! 


THE EMPEROR (putting his finger on his lips). 
Hush! Speak not a word. 


JOB (aside). 
My God! 
THE EMPEROR. 
Watch for me there, where you go every night. 
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PART Il 
THE LOST CAVE 


SCENE.—A gloomy cavern, low, round, damp, 


of hideous aspect. Some few pieces of 
tapestry, mouldy from age, are hanging 
on the walls. To the right, a window, 
grated, among whose bars are three which 
have been violently wrenched off. To the 
left, a bench and table roughly hewn in 
stone. In the background, in the shadow, 
a sort of gallery, whose pillars support- 
ing the arches are visible. 


It ws night. A moonbeam falls through the 


window and forms a white, square figure 
on the opposite wall. As the curtain 
rises, JOB 17s discovered alone in the 
cave, seated on the stone bench, a prey to 
gloomy thoughts. A lighted lantern is 
placed on the block of stone at his feet. 
He wears a garment of gray drugget 


SCENE I 


JOB (alone). 


What said the Emperor? What did I reply? 
I did not understand. No, I heard wrong. 
Since yesterday my mind has been confused. 
I walk with trouble, know not where I go. 
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T lese my way with every step I take; 
And actual objects trembling in a mist 
Delude my weary eyes, which search the gloom 
In vain, as we seek phantoms of a dream. 
[Dreaming,. 
The demons love to torture wretched hearts. 
Yes, it must be adream. But ah, how sad! 
In our poor hearts, pierced with a triple blade, 
When virtue falls asleep, crime furnishes 
The dreams. Ah, when we're young, we count 
On triumph; when we're old, on punishment. 
At both mysterious ends of life, a dream: 
The first one isa lie. The second—what? 
[4 moment of silence. 
All I know now is that my haughty walls 
Have crumbled. Barbarossa’s master here! 
Oh, misery! But yet I did my duty! 
I did well! I have saved my country. Yes, 
I saved the kingdom. | Dreaming. 
Oh, the Emperor! 
A phantom we have been each to the other; 
And when we met, it was with dazzled eyes, 
Like giants of an ancient, vanished world, 
We faced each other, knowing only two were left 
Out of the wreck of a colossal age. 
‘We.stand upon the peaks of the great past! 
This new, disastrous day has submerged all! 
But her great waves, gigantic as they were, 
Were neve# tall enough to touch our brows! 
[Becoming more absorbed. 
Now one of us must yield. It will be I. 
I feel the shadows coming: day is done! 
Oh, fall of my proud mountain! Father Rhine 


= 
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Will tell, to-morrow, to old Germany 

That the fierce duel waged so long between 
Old Job and Barbarossa sees an end at last. 
To-morrow, no more children, no more slaves. 
Farewell, O giant struggle—victories! 

‘Glory, that I have loved so dear, farewell! 
To-morrow, if I listen, I shall hear 

The passer-by make jest and game of me! 

He will see Job, who was a hundred years 

A sovereign, who defended inch by inch 

Each rock upon his Rhine; Job, who, in spite 
Of Cesar, spite of Rome, kept on his feet 
And lived—he will behold him vanquished, 
chained, 

His vitals gnawed by this Imperial eagle; 

A colossus prostrate, whom all men 

May touch; the last of the great burgraves, 
nailed 

To his own rocks! [ Rises. 
What, I—Count Job—I fall 
Like this? Hush, pride! Bend low thy head 
Here in this tomb. ‘These walls which palpitate 
Tell such a-tale of horror! ’Tis so long ago! 
And always yesterday, my God! 

[He falls back on the stone bench, covers his 
face with his hands and weeps. 

Beneath this vault 
Forever since that day, my crime has sweated, 
Drop by drop, this sweat of blood, which men 
Do call remorse. Here every night I cry 

Unto the dead, who, since they left this world, 
lave bribed Insomnia to stick her leaden 
through my sockets. If I sleep, 
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By Nature goaded, through a sea of bluod 
Two figures float-around me, and do pull 
Me down into their flood. [| Rising. 
Just God! 
[Coming to front of stage. 
The world 
Has thought me great. Forgotten by God’s 
thunder 
The lawless bandit has grown old upon 
His mountain-top, toward which all Hurope 
turned 
Admiring eyes. But let a murderer 
Do all he can, he’ll never do so much 
As to make conscience dupe of earthly glory. 
No! Men have thought me drunk with victory, 
But every night for sixty years I’ve come 
To kneel in dumb repentance on these stones. 
These walls, sad cancer in my haughty home, 
Have ceaselessly thrust back upon my heart 
The mean and lying grandeur of my fame. 
Loud blew the clarions everywhere I went. 
My banners were borne high, for I was mighty— 
‘Imperious count at Court, unconquerable 
Lion in my den. But when earth lay 
A pygmy at my feet, then crime grew tall— 
A giant in my breast. It laughed aloud 
At every epithet of praise I earned. 
And when men bowed with veneration as 
I passed, it stuck its teeth into my heart 
And shouted, ‘“‘Wretch!’? Ginevra, Donato, 
Will you forgive your executioner 
When God has pardoned him? To strike one’s 
breast, 


EN, Cpe ee 


THE BURGRAVES 103 


To kneel on the damp stones, to weep, repent, 
Make life eternal prayer, ’tis not enough! 
No pitying thing has pardoned me. I’ve known 
No respite! Soul foreverdamned! [Srts again. 
I have 
Had ancestors, descendants too! But now 
My city’s fallen; my own son is old. 
His sons are traitors, and my one ewe-lamb, 
My last born, he was taken long ago. 
Regina and Otbert, whom I loved much— 
The soul must always love, for ’tis divine— 
They fled, no doubt, when these disasters came. 
I have been looking for them: both are gone! 
Tis all too bitter! Let me die! 
[He draws a dagger from his belt. 
Some one, 
Something, has always been around me here, 
My heart has felt it. Well, at this dread hour 
I cry for pardon! Mercy, Donato! 
Here, on death’s threshold, Job appeals no more. 
There is but Fosco. Mercy, peace for him! 


A VOICE (77 the shadow, feeble, ike a 
murmur). 
Cain! 
JOB (startled). 

What? Who spoke? An echo, nothing more! 
If any voice speaks here, ’tis from the tomb. 
Who else could enter this dark catacomb? 

This secret spot where never day has shone 

Is known to nothing living but myself. 

Those who did know it, long, long since are dead! 
[Takes a step up stage. 
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My hands are clasped and raised in anguish! 
Hear! 
O martyr, pardon Fosco! 


y 


THE VOICE. 
Cain! 


Jos (starting back with terror). 
How strange! 
Some one did speak. That’s certain. Be it so! 
Come shadow, phantom, ghost, whate’er you be, 
Strike! I would rather die than hear again 
That ghastly echo to my pleading. 


THE VOICE. 
Cain! 
[Becoming fainter, and as vf lost in the depths. 
Cain! Cain! 
JOB. 
My God! My knees bend under me! 
I’m dreaming. Grief has made me mad at last! 
This wine from hell has made a drunken fool 
Of me. Remorse is laughing at my elbow. 
Oh, yes! I hear you, devils! Hideous dreams, 
Which all through life have tortured me, 
You’ve reached your high-fiood now; and I— 
I can’t elude your grip in this black hell! 
Speak, then, O voice which rises from the tomb, 
I’m here! Whatever thing you wish to know, 
Whatever explication you demand, 
I without faltering will answer. Speak! 
[A woman appears at the back. She is dressed 
in black, has a lamp in her hand. She 
comes from behind a pillar on the left. 


Ss 
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SCENE II 
JOB, GUANHUMARA 


GUANHUMARA (vetled). 
Where is your brother, Cain? 


JOB (with terror). 
Who! What are you? 


GUANHUMARA. 

Up there I am a slave; down here a queen! 
Each mortal has his destiny! This castle, 
As you well know, is double. Underneath 
Its halls and towers are many tombs, like this. 
All that the sun reveals up there, is yours; 
All that foul gloom conceals down here, is mine! 

[Moves slowly toward him. 
I hold you fast. You can’t escape me now! 


JOB. 
Who are you, woman? Speak! 


GUANHUMARA. 
The Past! I have 

A tale of infamy to tell. It happened—ah, 
So long ago! Many of them are dead! 
Those of a hundred were scarce thirty then. 

[She indicates a corner of the cave. 
Two lovers, Count, were there! Mark well the 

chamber. 

It was at night—a calm September night. 
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A chilly moonbeam entered through those bars 
And cast a figure, like a shroud, upon 
The wall. 
[She turns and points to the wall, touched by 
the moon. 
Look, there it is! With sudden fury, 
Sword in hand— 


JOB. 
Be merciful! I know! 


GUANHUMARA. 
You know the story! Well, Fosco, the place 
Where he, Donato, fell—~ 
| Points to the stone bench. 
’T was there! The arm 
Which struck the blow— 
[Sezzes Jos’s right arm. 
’Tis here! 


JOB. 


My God! strike me, 
But speak no more! 


GUANHUMARA. 
The body— 
[She drags him to the window. 
Come! They threw 
Donato, master, and Sfrondati, squire, 
Out from the window; and to get them through, 
One of the murderers with his fist of steel 
Burst these three bars. That fist, to-day, a 
reed— 
- Behold it, Count! [She seizes his hand again. 
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JOB. 
Have mercy! 


GUANHUMARA. 

) Some one plead 
For mercy then. Oh, grief! A woman! Shame! 
She wrung her hands entreating mercy! Shame! 
He laughed, the murderer; he had her bound 
Here, Count, and put this chain around her foot 
Himself! Look at it now! 
[Lifts up her dress and shows him the chain 

riveted around her naked foot. 


JOB. 
Ginevra! 
GUANHUMARA. 
Yes! 
Dead heart, cold hand, extinguished eyes! 


Ginevra! 
Ah, my name was sweet in Corsican! 
In the rough countries of the North it changed 
Tu Guanhumara! Age, that other north 
Which freezes and disfigures us, has made 
A livid specter of the fair young girl. 
Behold it! 
[Lifts her veil and reveals her emaciated and 
mournful face to JOB. 
You must die! 


JOB. 
I thank you! 


GUANHUMARA. 
Wait! 
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Before you thank me, wait, old man! Your 
son 
Is living—your son George! 


JOB. 
What’s that you say? 


GUANHUMARA. 
I stole him from you. 


JOB. 
For God’s sake! 


GUANHUMARA. 

He wore 

This little chain. é 

[Draws a child’s necklace of pearls and gold 
from her bosom and throws tt to him. He 
picks tt up and covers vt with kisses. Then 
he falls on his knees. 


JOB. 
I embrace your knees. 
Have pity! Let me see him! 


GUANHUMARA. 
You shall see 
Him soon. He is the one who is to kill 
You!. 
JOB (rising with horror). 
Have you made a monster of my boy 
That he woutd kill his father? 


GUANHUMARA. 
"Tis Otbert! 
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JOB (clasping his hands to heaven). 
O God! My heart revealed this thing before 
He is anoble boy. He’ll not kill me. 
How foolishly you count upon Otbert! 


GUANHUMARA. 
Do I? You’ve lived your life in the broad sun. 
I’ve spent my days in earth’s eternal gloom. 
Tis strange you never heard my vengeful steps 
As they gained on you. Wake up now! Too 
late! 
Fosco, the serpent’s fangs are in your flesh. 
While you were talking with the Emperor, 
I went to see Regina, in her room. 
She drank, because I willed, a mighty drug. 
I was alone with her. Look at her now! 
[Through the back of the gallery on the right, 
two men enter, dressed in black and 
masked; they bear a coffin, covered with 
a black cloth, slowly across the stage. 
Jos hastens to them; they stop. 


JOB. 

A coffin! 

[Jos draws away the black cloth with terror; 
the masked men allow it. THE Count 
lifts the shroud and sees a white figure. 
It 1s REGINA. 

My Regina! 
[To GuaNHUMARA.] Killed! By you! 
You are a monster! 


GUANHUMARA. 
She is not dead yet. 
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I am accustomed to these tricks. She’s dead 
For you; for me, she only sleeps; and if— 
[She makes a gesture as if to awaken her. 


JOB. 
What price for her awakening? Speak! 


GUANHUMARA. 
Your death. 


I’ve told Otbert. The choice lies in his hands. 
[She places her right hand on the coffin. 

I swear, by the eternity a wrong 

Endures, by golden Corsica my home, 

By the cold skeleton which sleeps below, 

By this voracious wall which drank his blood, 

That empty from this place that coffin shall 

Not go! 

[The two men take up the coffin and disap- 
pear on the side opposite where they 
came wn. 

He is to choose—or you or her! 

If you want to escape, fly from your doom, 

You can! Then both of them shall die! They’re 
in 

My power! 


JOB (hiding his face in his hands). 
Horrible! 


GUANHUMARA. 


Resist me not! 
Die, and Regina lives. 


JOB. 
Wait! One last prayer. 
To die is nothing. Take me—take my life, 
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My blood!—but spare the innocent from crime. 

Is not one victim food enough for your 

Revenge? A strange world shows itself to me. 

My crime has generated on this mount 

A hell, within whose shadows I see demons 

Fight—a hideous nest of scorpions, hatched 

From the big drops which from my dagger fell; 

For murder is prolific harvester 

Of ill: I know it! I have learned it! Well, 

In your infernal circle I am caught. 

What more do you desire? I am your prey. 

’Tis just! I feel your clutch with joy. You 
have 

Done well. J ama wretched man, accursed 

In sons and grandsons. But the boy, my last! 

You have the heart to let him enter here, 

Pure, strong, and noble, with unstained soul, 

Then send him back marked with the awful 
curse 

I, Cain, have borne? Ginevra, bear with me! 

You thought it right to take him—all I had!— 

Take him from me, whose feet were near the 
tomb. 

I'll not gainsay the right. You kept him, yes; 

You did not make him suffer for my sin, 

I’m sure of that. You’ve had my rights, my 
joy: 

You’ve seen his bright eyes open to the world, 

You’ve felt his dear head rest upon your breast. 

Well, he is now your child—yours more, than 
mine; F 

I swear it! Oh, indeed, I’ve suffered much. 

I have been punished, truly! When they came 
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And told me he was lost, that he was stolen, — 

I went mad almost. They will tell you—no, 

I don’t exaggerate. I gave one cry, 

‘“My boy is stolen!’’ and I fell—yes, fell 

Down on the ground. My little boy! How 
well 

I can remember it! He was out playing 

Amid the flowers. These are the things that 
torture, 

Is it not so? You can be judge if I 

Have suffered. Listen! Don’t commit this 
crime, 

More hideous than my own; but leave him pure. 

Keep free from guilt that soul which is divine. 

Oh, if a heart beats in your woman’s breast— 


GUANHUMARA. 
It beats no more there. You have torn it out. 


JOB. 
Well, I am willing. You must understand 
That I am eager for the tomb. But not— 
His hand! 


GUANHUMARA. 
A brother killed his brother here. 
Why not a son his father? 


JOB (on his knees, hands clasped, dragging 
‘ hemself to GUANHUMARA’S feet). 
: Spare me this! 
Some other death, Ginevra, I implore! 


e 


GUANHUMARA. 
Accursed man! I prayed to you, like this. 
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Did I not tell you, that? Upon my knees, 

With naked bosom, desperate and mad, 

I wrung my hands in anguish, at your feet 

Until at last, beside myself, I rose, 

And shouting, ‘‘I am Corsican,’’ defied 

You! Then you hurled your victim to the 
moat, 

And with demoniac laughter, kicked me back, 

Replying, ‘‘Get your vengeance if you can! 

I’m having mine!’’ 


JOB. 
My boy said nothing; he 
Did you no wrong. Remember, I was jealous! 
Look, now I weep. I loved you tenderly! 


GUANHUMARA. 
Hush! What a ghastly, an inhuman thing, 
That two lost souls, sunk in the mire of crime, 
Pollution in their hearts, blood on their hands, 
Should dare to breathe the sacred name of love! 
Well, if you loved, how much the more loved I, 
Whose breast has been a chaos sixty years! 
Give back Donato! Fratricide, give back 
My love to me! 


JOB (rising, with gloomy resignation). 
Knows Otbert whom he kills? 
GUANHUMARA. 
He does not. For Regina he will strike, 
Ignoring who you are. 


JOB. 
Oh, fateful night! 


“ 
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GUANHUMARA. 


He knows he is avenger of a crime— 
No more. Be silent; hide your face, and die. 
I will consent to that. 
[ Takes off her veil and gives vt to him. 


JOB (sevzing the vert). 
I thank you! 


GUANHUMARA. 
Hush! 
I hear a step. Confide your soul to God. 
He comes, I go. I shall hear everything. 
I hold Regina in my cave. Be quick. 
There is no time to lose. 
| Goes out on the left, where the bearers of the 
coffin made their exrt. 


JOB (falling on his knees by the stone bench). 
God, Thou art just! 

[Covers himself with the black veil and re- 
mains kneeling, motionless, in the attitude 
of prayer. Through the gallery on the 
right a man, masked, dressed in black, 
and bearing a torch, appears; he motions 
to some one to enter: it 7s OTBERT. OrT- 
BERT pale, wild, distraught. As OTBERT 
enters, and while he is speaking, JoB does 
not move. As soon as OTBERT has come 
in, the masked man disappears. 


% 


¥ 


THE BURGRAVES 115 


SCENE III 


JOB, OTBERT 


OTBERT. 
- Where have you brought me? What dark place 
is this? [Looking around. 
The masked man is not here! Heavens! Where 


am I? 
Is this the place? Already? A cold shiver 
Runs through my veins. My poor head swims. 
I faint! [Perceiving Jos. 
Whom do I see there in the gloom? No one! 
[Going toward Jos. 
The dark is so deceptive! 
[Puts his hand on Jop’s head. 
’Tis a man! 
[JoB remains motionless. 
God! The cold sweat of crime creeps o’er my 
flesh. 
Is this the scaffold? Is the victim there? 
Is this sad Fosco, who must die to-night? 
Speak, is it you? He speaks not! It is he.’ 
Whoever you may be, I hate myself! 
I’ve not a thing against you. I ignore 
Why you are there so motionless, and why 
You do not rise and crush me! I know nothing! 
I’m as unknown to you as you to me. 
But you can fegl these weak and trembling hands 
Are not a murderer’s. Of course, you know 
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I am the instrument of mad revenge, 

Chastiser of a crime. You do not know 

A shroud has wound itself around my feet. 

I’ve tried, but cannot extricate myself. 

Speak, do you know Regina, my sweet love, 

This angel from whose brow my daylight 
comes? 

Look you, she’s there, wrapped in a winding- 
sheet : 

Dead, if I falter; living, if I kill. 

Old man, have mercy! Won’t you speak to me? 

Please tell me that you understand my trouble 

And my despair. Speak! tell me you forgive 

This fearful martyrdom. Oh, just to hear 

Your voice, one single word of pardon! God! 

Just one! My heart is breaking; pity me! 


JOB (rises and throws aside his vel). 
Otbert! Otbert, my child! 


OTBERT. 
Count Job! 


JOB (embracing him ardently). 
In vain! 
All my poor, bleeding heart went out to him. 
This frightful silence tortured me too much. 
I’m but an old man—weak and broken down; 
I could not die without a last embrace. 
Come to my heart! 
[He cove®s OTBERT’S face with tears and 
kisses. 

Ah, let me see you, child! 

You'll not believe it, though I’ve looked at you 


/ 
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With an increasing pleasure six long months, 
I never saw you well. 

[Looks at him with enraptured eyes. 

Tis the first time! 
A young man! Twenty years! What a fine 
sight! 
I kiss your pure brow. Let me look at you, 
And feast my eye. A while ago you talked, 
And I was silent. Ah, you could not know 
How deep your words went down into my soul! 
You'll find my great sword hanging on the wall; 
I give it to you, child; my helmet, pennon, 
Which has so often triumphed—they are yours. 
If you could only read it in my heart 
How dear you are to me! I bless you, child! 
My God, give to this boy all your good gifts; 
Give him a life as long as mine, but much 
Less sad than mine; give him a prosperous 
And honorable destiny. Grant that 
His sons, as much respected as their sire, 
May guide, with fondest care, his trembling 
steps 

When these locks, now so black, are gray. 


OTBERT. 
My lord— 


JOB ( putting his hand on OTBERT’S head). 
I bless this young man—Heaven, hark to me— 
In all that he has done, all he may do! 
Be happy! Listen now, Otbert, to me. 
I am no more a father and no more a king. 
My family’s in chains; my tower is down. 
’T was right I gave my children up; ’twas right, 
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With humbled brow, I should save Germany. 

But now I ought to die. My poor old hand, 

It trembles. You are young; you’ll help me. 
Yes! ; 

[Draws from its sheath the dagger which Ort- 
BERT carries and presents it. 

Tis only you from whom I’d ask so much. 


OTBERT (terrified). 
Ask it of me? But don’t you know—I’m here 
For some one-- 


JOB. 
Fosco? Iam he! 


OTBERT. 
Not you! 
[Drawing back and looking around in the 
darkness. 

O demons who glare at me, O specters 
Standing around, it is the old burgrave, 
The man I honor and I love! Have mercy! 
Spare us the fearful torture of this hour! 
No answer! God! ’Tis horrible! Old Job? 

[With despair and solemnity. 
Tis vain. I will not, can not lift my hand 
Against that sacred head, against the life 
Of this great demi-god of the old Rhine. 


JOB. 
Otbert, it is making easy my way 
Into the grave. Must I avow still more? 
It is the truth: I am a criminal. 
Your wife on earth, your sister in the skies, 
Regina, she is there; she waits for you. 
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* She’s pale, ice-cold, and beautiful. For her 
You promised to do everything. You swore 

To save her from all pain, for love is strong, 
K’en though the promise forced you to the tomb 
To wrestle with the fiends who guard the door. 
You said you’d buy her back with your own soul. 
Death holds her now. The shadow of his arm 
Grows taller ’round her, every instant. Haste! 
You have the power. Save her! 


OTBERT (wild). 

; Do you think 

I must? 
JOB. 
I wonder that you hesitate! 

On one side, I, old, sinful, and condemned, 
With death’s grim hold already on my heart, 
Less of a hero than a knave, far more 
A hawk than eagle—I whose life, 
So full of blood and woe and viciousness, 
Has often made God’s thunder growl around 
My home! On my side, crime, old age, and 

grief. 
On hers youth, beauty, innocence, and love! 
A woman who adores you; child who trusts! 
Oh, fool is he who doubts and cannot choose 
Between a miserable rag, polluted, vile, 
And the white linen of a cherubim. 
She wants to live. I want todie. And you, 
You falter when with one kind blow you might 
Bring happiness to both. If you love us— 


OTBERT. 
Good God! 
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JOB. 
Be our deliverer, Otbert. 
Saint Sigismund killed Boleslas to cure 
Him of a hideous ulcer. Who blamed him? 
Remorse is the rank ulcer of a soul. 
Cure me of that! 


OTBERT (taking the knife). 
Well, then— [He stops. 


JOB. 
What hinders now? 


OTBERT (putting back dagger into sheath). 
A fearful thought has come into my mind! 
You had a child; a gypsy woman stole 
It—yes, you told me so this morning! 
I was taken by a woman, when quite young. 
Things strange as this have taken place before! 
If I should be that child; my father, you? 


JOB (aside). 
Oh, heaven! 
[Alouwd.] Sorrow has disturbed your brain. 
You’re not that child! I tell you so! 


OTBERT. 


But yet 
You often call me son! 


JOB. 
I love you so! 
’Tis habit; itis such a tender word. 


OTBERT. 
I feel—here—something strange— 
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JOB. 
Oh, no! 
OTBERT. 


A voice 
Seems speaking to me— 


JOB. 
>Tis a voice that lies. 


OTBERT. 
My lord! My lord! What if I were your child? 


JOB. 
I beg you, do not think that senseless thing. 
I had the proof—what shall I say to you?— 
That Jews—they killed him—at their feast. His 
corpse 
Was brought tome. I told you that, this morn- 
ing. 
OTBERT. 
No! 
JOB. 
Yes, yes, remember! Think it over well! 
No, you are not my son! You can trust me. 
If I had not had proofs—you are quite right— 
I might have had the same idea as you. 
A young child—stolen by an unknown hand. 
I’m thankful now that it occurred to you, 
Because I want to force it from your mind, 
Lest, when I’m dead, some hard, relentless heart 
Might tell you, just to torture your poor soul, | 
That old Job was your father. How unkind! 
You won’t believe it now, for you are not. 
When we are old, our memory —sometimes 
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Is not so good; but on their Sabbath, Jews, 

You know, kill children! Thus they killed my 
boy! 

I tell you I had proofs! Be quite assured! 

Rest easy, O my son! Now, there, you see, 

I called you son! ’T'was habit—only that. 

Won’t you believe me? It is very hard 

To struggle at my age. Have no more doubts; 

Obey me without fear. I kiss your brow, 

I press your hand upon my heart—your hand 

Which will deliver me and will be pure! 

What! you my son? Have no such dreams, my 
child. 

I swear—but you, you so intelligent, 

Who find the truth in every little thing, 

You think that I would lend my countenance 

To such a frightful mystery? You think— 

Oh, is it possible? But when I know! 

But when I tell you, Otbert, my beloved, 

That you are not my son— 


VOICE (from the depths). . 
Regina’s life 
Can last but fifteen minutes more! 


OTBERT. 
Regina! 
JOB. 
Wretch! You mean to let her die? 


OTBERT. 
Almighty God! Ialso— I have borne 
Too much! I’m drunk with misery. I’m mad! 
In this hole, which is rotting with its crimes, 
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Whose air reeks with the awful breath of hell, 
Murder’s miasmas mount into my brain. 

[ Beside himself. 
Old wall, are you athirst for some more blood? 


JOB (putting the knife back into his hand). 
Yes! 
OTBERT. 
Do not tempt me! 


JOB. 
Do it! 


OTBERT. 
Soon Ill fall! 
I hang by reeds o’er the great precipice 
Of crime. It needs but just a touch to push 
Me down. I will do oS horrible! 
Oh, don’t tempt me! 


JOB. 

You’ll save the innocent! 
You’ll punish sin! 

OTBERT. 

Hush! don’t you see I’m ready — 
At that point when half my reason is gone; 
That they’ve drugged me with some hot drink 
from hell 

To give me strength equal to their monstrosity ; 
That poison’s made a Corsican of me; 
That I can feel Regina dying; that 
The she-wolf’s waiting in the shadow, and 
The tigress has been starved? 


JOB. 
I know it. Yes, 
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The jaws of retribution shall be filled! 

’Tis time! Here, in this place, Donato prayed: 
I was of stone! Be you as pitiless 

As Iwas hard. I am old Satan; be 

The victorious archangel, you, and strike! 


OTBERT (lifting his knife). 
In spite of me, grim murder lifts my arm. 


JOB (on his knees). 
I was a monster, for I stabbed him. — Strike! 
I killed him—’twas my brother. Strike! 
[OTBERT, as uf mad and beside himself, lifts 
the dagger; he ts about to strike, when 
some one holds his arm. He turns and 
recognizes THE EMPEROR. 


SCENE IV 


The same. THE Emprror, afterward GUAN- 
HUMARA, afterward REGINA 


THE EMPEROR. 
’T was [! 
[OTBERT lets the dagger fall. JoB rises and 
looks at THE EMPEROR. GUANHUMARA 
‘advances her head from behind the pillar 
and watches. 


_ JOB (to THE EMPEROR). 
’T was you! 


OTBERT. 
The Emperor! 
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THE EMPEROR (fo JOB). 
The Duke, our father, 
Also your king, concealed me in your castle. 
Wherefore? I do not know. 


JOB. 
You are my brother? You? 


THE EMPEROR. 
Bleeding, but breathing yet, you held me there, 
Suspended from that window, and you said, 
‘‘The tomb for you, and hell for me!’’ I heard 
Those words hissed over the black precipice, 
And then I fell— 


JOB (clasping his hands). 
True! God forbade the crime! 


THE EMPEROR. 
Some shepherds saved me. 


JOB (falling at THE EMPEROR’S feet). 
I am at your feet: 
Take your revenge! 


THE EMPEROR. 
My brother! To my arms! 
What better thing to do, at death’s own door? 
[Lifts hom up and embraces him. 
I pardon you! 
JOB. 
Thou art almighty. God! 


GUANHUMARA (taking a step forward). 
My dagger falls. Donato lives. I’ll die 
Contented at his feet. I give you back 
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All you have loved, all that my hate has seized— 
[To Jos.] To you, your son! 
[To OtBERT.] To you, your wife, Regina! 
[Makesasign: Rueatna, all in white, appears 
at the back of the left gallery; she totters, 
and 1s supported by the two masked men; 
she seems dazed; she sees OTBERT and 
rushes to his arms with a great cry. 


REGINA. 

Heaven! 

[OTBERT, REGINA, and JoB remain in a rapt- 
wrous embrace. 


OTBERT. 
Regina—wife! My father! 


JOB (lifting his eyes to heaven). 
Son! 
GUANHUMARA (at back). 


This is my hour! Tomb, open doors to me! 
[Lifts a phial to her lips. THE EMPEROR goes 
to her quickly. 


THE EMPEROR. 
What’s that? 
GUANHUMARA. 


I swore, that coffin, empty, should 
Not leave this place! 


THE EMPEROR. 
Ginevra! 
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GUANHUMARA. 
Donato! 
"Tis a swift poison— Love! Good-by! 
[She dies. 
THE EMPEROR. 
I, too, 


Must go. Job, reign over your Rhine! 


JOB. 
Remain! 
THE EMPEROR. 
I leave a sovereign to the world. Just now 
The herald of the Empire came to tell 
The princes had at last, at Spire, chosen 
My grandson Frederic for Emperor. 
He’s a true sage, untouched by hate and free 
From sin. I leave my throne to him, while I 
Go back into my solitudes. Farewell! 
Live, reign, and suffer! Destiny is hard. 
Before death claimed me, prostrate at the cross, 
I wanted to extend my guiding band, 
As king, once more upon my people, and, 
As loving brother, hold it out to you. 
Whatever life has brought, when the bell tolls, 
He’s happy who can bless! 
[All fall on their knees to receive the benedic- 
tion of THE EMPEROR. 


JOB (takes THE EMPEROR’S hand and kisses 1). 
And great who can forgive! 
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THE POET. 


Depart with Barbarossa, O Count Job! 

Go forth together, hand-in-hand, you twain! 
Make of your royal mantles two great shrouds; 
Each aiding each, pass on, and bear away 
The mighty arch of ancient Germany. 
Colossi! Worlds like this are small for you. 
Thou solitude, whose depths are resonant, 
Receive this giant pair within thy gloom; 
And let all earth, agape, lend eyes to watch 
This entrance into thy eternal night 

Of a grand burgrave and grand emperor. 


END OF “THE BURGRAVES.”’ 
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ScenE.—Catalonia Mountains, on the border. 


The Lateran Monastery, an Augustinian 
convent belonging to the observance of 
Saint Ruf. 


The old convent cemetery, looking wild and 


uncared for. It is the month of April in 
the south of Europe. There are flowers, 
and the sun shines brightly. Crosses and 
tombs scattered along the turf and under 
the trees. The soil ts broken up with 
graves. In the background, the wall 
inclosing the monastery, very high, but 
falling into ruin. It is split by a wide 
gap reaching to the ground, and the coun- 
try ts seen in the distance. In an angle 
near a part of the wall, an tron cross 
planted above a grave. 


Another very high cross, with the mystic tri- 


angle, gilt, is placed on the summit of a 
stone pedestal, and commands the ceme- 
tery. 

(131) 
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In the foreground, close to the soil, a square 
opening, encircled by flat stones on a level 
with the grass. Beside it is seen a long 
slab apparently intended to close the open- 
ing at need. In the opening the first steps 
of a narrow stone staircase are distin- 
guished, which descends and is lost in a 
vault. It is a sepulcher from which the 
cover has been taken, allowing the inte- 
rior to be seen. The slab close by ts the 
cover. 

On the rising of the curtain, THE PRIoR of 
the convent, in the Augustinian habit, is 
on the scene. A monk ts passing silently 
across the background. He is old, and 
clad in the Dominican robe. He walks 
slowly, bending the knee before every 
cross he meets, and disappears. THE 
PRIOR ts alone 


SCENE I 


THE Prior of the convent, then A MAN. THE 
Prior, bald, with a tonsure of gray hair, 
white beard, and drugget robe He ex- 
amines the wall, and moves pensively 

-among the tombs 


THE PRIOR. 
A convent badly kept! A tangled waste 
Of briar and brush—such desolation Time, 
Old renegade, in holy places works. 
[He examines the breach in the wall. 
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Through yonder gap a novice might get free. 
’T would seem as if, tired of its lengthened ward, 
This rampart now refuses further service. 
Ah, well! in this its ruin but depicts 
Our crumbling rights that also suffer blight— 
Our rights, through which a yawning gap is 
forced. 
The branch divine grows withered in the hand 
That erst received it green. Our sluggard popes 
Shrink from the battle’s brunt. To-day, alas! 
The cloister has no sanctity for princes. 
Dark as the shadow from the eagle’s wings, 
They pass above our heads. We meet no more 
The reverence deep of old. No charter now 
Comes to us as a gift from royal hands. 
Lower we ever stoop—for fear of blows! 
Nay more, we are not sure but that our halls 
Are nests where courtiers hatch their vile in- 
trigues. 
To bring their princelets up they force us too, 
Hid from the gaze of men, both boys and girls; 
Bastards, perhaps—who knows?—and we obey. 
[He pauses in front of the entrance to the 
vault. ; 
We are the victims of the very courts 
That meet within our walls, and we alone. 
| He stands gazing on the wall. 
And, like ourselves, our ancient fabric totters. 
Christ bleeds; we grope in shadow. All our 
steps 
Are set in shame and darkness— 
[A MAN enters the breach, muffled in a cloak, 
with-his hat pulled down over his eyes. 
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He stops on reaching the pile of stones in 
the breach. Tur PRIOR perceives him. 


THE PRIOR. 
Man, begone! 
THE MAN. ; 
No. 
THE PRIOR. 
Get thee hence! This is a graveyard, clown. 


THE MAN. 
Eh, well, what then? 


THE PRIOR. 
A famous cloister. 


THE MAN. 
Bah! 
THE PRIOR. 
No one comes hither save the monks alone, 
When daylight shines; and in the night, the 
dead, 
Wrapped in their winding-sheets. Whoever else 
Dares to intrude, no mercy need expect— 
If duke, the ax; if commoner, the cord. 
The monks alone have right of entrance here. 
Beware!—[with a haughty smile]. 
Unless, perchance, thou art the King. 
THE MAN. 
I am. 
_ THE PRIOR. 
You are the King! 
THE MAN. 
Yes, so men call me. 
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THE PRIOR. 
How prove you this? 


THE MAN. 
Why, thus. 

[He makes a sign. <A troop of soldiers ap- 
pears at the breach. Tur Kina points 
to THE PRIOR. 

Hang me that man. 

[The Soldiers enter and surround THE PRioR. 
Enter with them THE MARQUIS DE FUEN- 
TEL and GUCHO. : 

THE MARQUIS DE FuUENTEL with a gray beard, 
dressed in the rich costume of a Knight of 
Alcantara. Gucno, the dwarf, dressed in — 
black, with cap and bells. He holds two 
baubles with both hands, one im gold in 
the form of a man, the other in copper in 
the form of a woman. 


SCENE II 


THE Prior, THE Kinc, THE MARQUIS DE FUEN- 
TEL, Gucuo, escort of THE KING 


THE PRIOR (falling on his knees). 
Pardon, my liege! 
. . THE KING. 
I grant it on condition. 
What are you in this convent? 


THE PRIOR. 
Prior. 
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THE KING. 

Take heed. 

Inform me fully on what passes here. 

Speak falsely and the gibbet is your doom; 

If true your words, your pardon stands; and 
now, 

Marquis, before beginning, let us pray. 

[He flings his cloak to a lackey behind, and 
appears in the undress habit of Alcan- 
tara. A large rosary hangs from his 
girdle. He recites the rosary for some 
minutes in silence, and then turns again 
to-THE MARQUIS. 

The Queen is far from here. I feel alive. 

To be alone’s delicious. Still, to be 

A widower would be better yet. The thought 

Moves me to laughter. 


GUCHO (on the ground, doubled up at a corner 
of a tomb with the two baubles in his 
arms). 


. And the wide world weeps. 


THE KING (to THE MARQUIS). 
It is my will that you should know the motives 
That urge me to examine for myself 
This cloister’s mode of living. Follow me. 
| He makes a sign to THE MaRgquis to come a 
little aside, near the tomb where GucHo 
has squatted. 


THE MARQUIS. 
I hear my sovereign. 
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GUCHO (aside). 
And I hear the wind 
That murmurs high above the things you do. 


THE KING (to THE MARQUIS). 
I want your guidance in some secret things. 


GUCHO (aside). 
‘What is it to me! While I can eat and sleep 
Why, all is well! 


THE MARQUIS (to THE KING). 
Shall we send Gucho hence? 


THE KING. 
Noneed. He understands us not. [To GuCcHO. ] 
Lie there. 
[GucHo makes himself as small as he can wm 
the shadow of THE KING, who approaches 
THE MARQUIS. 
Marquis, my love for woman has no bounds; 
That you are vicious also pleases me— 
Or were. With age you have religious grown. 
And, Marquis, that is well. ’Tis faith alone 
Gives man his value and blots out his stains. 
[He makes the sign of the cross. 


THE MARQUIS. 
The convent that your Majesty inspects 
Two patrons has, one living at Cahors, 
And one at Ghent. 


THE KING. 

If.rumor tells the truth, 
You have not been a stranger to intrigues, 
Nor are you now; and pretty women have 
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In bygone days run danger for your sake. 

’Tis said that you were once a charming page— 
A fact that now may seem impossible. 

But why? The morning smiles for all, and then 
The day grows dark; it is the general law. 

You have not heard a story that is told 

Of a court lackey who might have been you? 
You never called yourself Gorvona? 


THE MARQUIS. 


Never! 
Why should Ii do so? 


THE KING. 
Oh, they say it was 
To mask your craft, and guide and help you on 
To win a princess’s favors. 


THE MARQUIS. 
No, ’tis false! 


THE KING 
The story I have heard entire concerns 
A stupid King to whom you gave an heir; 
But in what land it happened, none agree. 
A fable very likely. 


THE MARQUIS. 
Sire, it is. 
You made me Count, and so they wish me harm. 


_ THE KING. 
Not without cause. But whether true or false 
What men may say of you, as for myself 
I have for law to stand supreme above 
All that the minds of men can body forth. 
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Nothing can touch me, for Iam the King! 

The vileness of the source from which you sprung, 

Your fellowship with lackeys and buffvons, 

Your tortuous windings, writhings in the dark, 

Are what I like. No one can tell the name 

Your father bore—not even yourself. And I 

Admire the skill of him who braves the eyes 

Of all the world, yet hides himself from all. 

For life like yours, so vagrant and enslaved, 

A basilisk’s cave or nest of cormorant 

Would seem a fitting starting-point. Yet I 

Have made you Count, a grandee of Castile, 

And Marquis—honors though ill-got well-won. 

Cunning and force you use with equal skill. 

You would out-talk a council of the Church, 

Or, failing, scatter it, though the devil was | 
there. 

You can be daring, and yet full of wiles; 

And, formed to crawl, you boldly front the 
storm. 

Nay, for some giddy whim you’d run a risk, 

And grasp the sword in your old age again. 

The evil you advise you would not do. 

Of nothing innocent, of nothing guilty— 

Such is your nature, Count; and I believe 

You can do anything—ay, even love, 

And that sincerely. First you turned, they say, 

From lackey to brigand, to courtier next. 

Smiling I watch your crafty stratagems. 

To view a reptile wind and crawl along 

Yields me a sort of pleasure. So your schemes, 

Unwound in thoughtful silence, filaments 

That float a while and then are lost in night, 
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Your talents, fortunes, wit, and baseness—all 
Combine to form a something sinister, 
Strange, and disgusting which I like to use. 


THE MARQUIS. 
My liege, the Tagus, Ebro, Guadalquivir 
You hold in fee; and Naples now obeys 
Your sovereign will as freely as Castile. 
The King of France lies vanquished in the lists; 
Already Africa has felt your power; 
And where the sun rises above Algiers 
The lengthening shadow of my King extends. 
Your birthplace, Sos, close bordering on Navarre, 
Gives you some right to rule that kingdom, which 
You seized while sleeping in your cradle. Kings 
Are never born but that some wonder happens. 
Although a Catholic king you placed your foot 
Upon the Church, within whose breast ferment 
Some germs republican; and, thanks to you, 
Before the King the sovereign pontiff trembles, 
Before your towers his belfries hold their peace. 
From Etna to the Ganges wave your flags. 
Gonzalo of Cordova leads your troops; 
And yet without his aid you win great battles. 
You swayed kings like a graybeard, in your 
teens; 
And when you send some priest to row your 
' galleys, 
Rome, stammering, unsays her wrathful curse. 
Oh, conqueror,of Toro! King! I feel 
How impotent-the words I utter are! 
You are so great, and I so very small. 
I am devoted to you, sire— 
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THE KING. 
Tis false. 


THE MARQUIS. 
My liege— 
THE KING. 
Oh, bore me not with your devotion! 
To you [am unknown; while you to me 
Are not quite clear. Meanwhile we play our 
parts— ; 
I, of good prince, and you, of honest man. 
At heart we really detest each other. 
I loathe the lackey, you abhor the king. 
You would assassinate me if you could; 
And I some day, perhaps, shall have your head. 
Till then we are good friends— 
[THE MaRQuis opens his mouth to protest. 
A truce to words, 
My courtier friend. I hate you; you hate me. 
In me lies darkness, black desires in you. 
Kach keeps his own abyss within himself. 
We pierce each other somewhat. Windows dim 
Allow some knowledge of our evil hearts. 
Your love, old traitor, your devotedness, 
Excite my laughter. But until the day 
You can no longer from my pouch draw gold, 
And while your interest, the surest bond, 
Brings us together, I will seek your aid, 
Knowing full well the wickeder you are 
The better service you can render me. 
Down with your mask and mine! It is my will 
To speak the truth. An insult none would dare 
To offer me, I, Marquis, offer all. 
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At least I can be frank when arrant knaves 

Are witness to my words. If trembling truth 

Flies from the prince’s ear, his mouth will hold 
her. 

And you shall prove by your base, faltering 
tongue 

Your King is candid, and his lackey les. 

Now let us talk— 


THE MARQUIS. 
But— 


THE KING. 
Ah, what bondage ’tis 

To be a king! And to be flushed with youth, 
On fire with riot and tumultuous hate, 
Hot-headed, mocking, boiling with ardent life, 
A hurricane of passions at the heart, 
To be a blending dark of blood and fire 
And powder, and with sudden whims that match 
The flashes of the thunderbolt; to wish 
To make a trial of all things in life, 
All things to sully and all things to seize; 
To thirst for woman, hunger after pleasure; 
To see no virgin, no forbidden thing, 
Without the fell desire of snapping at it! 
To feel one’s self a man from head to heel, 
And after all, in some magnificent night, 
To listen pallid to a voice that cries 
With ceaseless repetition: ‘‘Be a phantom!’? 
To be not even a.king, alas!—to be 
A kingdom! and to feel that in yourself 
A hideous medley formed of states and towns 
Usurps the place your instincts, will, desires, 
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Should fill, while towers and provinces and walls 
Lie crossing one another in your bowels! 

To gaze upon the map and say, ‘‘ ’Tis I; 

You see me there! Girona is my heel, 

Alcala is my head:’’ and to behold 

An appetite that takes an empire’s shape 
Grow daily in my soul; to feel the flow 

Of mighty streams across me, and the seas 
That hem you in within their bitter folds; 

To bear the stifling torture of the flame 

The waves conceal, and have your gloomy soul 
Infiltered by the world. And then my wife— 
A monster nothing moves, whose slave I am 
In somber glare, because she is so high, 

We live our lonely lives; and when together, 
We are at once omnipotent and sad, 

Feeling a chill whene’er we touch each other. 
God on some dun and tragic height has placed, 
Above the Algarves, Jaén, Arragon, 

The Castiles, Burgos, and Leon, two worms, 
Two masks, two nullities—a king and queen. 
The one is terror, and the other fear. 

Ah, yes, it would be sweet to be a king, 

If that, in sooth, the tyrant did not feel 

The burden of the tyranny himself! 

But to be always on our guard, and eye 

Each other with a look that masks the soul— 
Two dumb and pallid statues, both remote 
Alike from tears and smiles! Urraca lives 

In her again, again in me Alonzo; 

A man of stone beside a wife of bronze! 

The people, prostrate, grovel at our feet 

In awe-struck adoration; and yet we, 
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The while their benedictions mount from earth, 
Feel in ourselves that we are both accursed. 
The incense tremulous ascends and forms 

A shadow, in which indistinctly blend 

The idols, Ferdinand and Isabel. 

The brightness of our twin thrones is confused. 
We see each other vaguely through a mist; 
And when we speak, the grave unbars its door. 
I am not very sure she is not dead. 

She is a tyrant, and not less a corpse, 

And I must freeze her when our crossing hands 
Do clasp a mutual scepter, as if God 

Did with a fillet bind a mummy’s hand 
Entwined with fingers of a skeleton! 

And yet for all Tlive! That stilted ghost 

Is not my real self. Oh, no! oh, no! 

So-when I can, I flee this crushing greatness— 
Escape, and get outside the royal skin, 

And, like a dragon that uncoils itself 

And rears its crest toward the sun, I feel 

The monstrous upgrowth of awakening life. 
Mad as the tempest or the hurricane 

With frenzy, I, grim captive of a throne, 
Break loose, and shaking off the yoke, I rush 
In wild intoxication through all things, 

And try all fortunes, good and bad alike; 

My single aim, to be the animal. 

I trample on my royal mantle, and 

My soul expands until her bounds extend 

To vices, songs, und orgies of the night, 

I view my growing lusts and sprouting nails— 
I who at once am prisoner, martyr, king. 

A bishop’s crosier and a womaun’s shame 
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Lash me alike to madness, and I am 

Ferocious and infuriate and gay. 

The man that seethes within me, flame and slime, 

By changing to a demon gets revenge 

For being once the specter that he was! 

[Pensive.| And yet, but for a moment free, to- 
morrow 

Again a ghost and shadow I become! 

[fo THE Marguis.] Colossuses by atoms are 
not pierced, 

And so thou dost not understand why I 

Do thus unblushingly show forth myself 

Before the eyes of men. But 1 know well 

That all to whom I so unfold myself 

Tremble the more, the more I play the cynic; 

And ’tis my joy, while laughing in their midst, 

’ By baring to their gaze my shameless soul, 

To render them even viler than they are. 

And I, who was but King, feel I am free 

When | discard all reverence and shame. 

Thou dost not understand me, and dost grow 

More terrified. ’Tis well. When my cold gaze 

Meets thine to-morrow, thou wilt trembling stand, 

And doubt, and think that it was sure a dream, 

This drunkness into which I plunge myself 

Before thee now, this seething caldron where 

My past, my rank and power flame up and boil 

_ Beneath thine eyes, and which I shall leave— 
frozen! [He takes his chaplet again. 

And now to end our prayers. ~ 


GuCHO (aside, looking slyly at THE KING). 
Well done! Yes, pray! 


A 


146 DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


THE KING. 
And then this monk I'll question. 


eucHo (watching him as he prays, astde). 
\ Mummery! 
That is the style in which this King will end! 
Knavish and harsh, he has no faith in aught; 
And still—such chaos is his gloomy soul!— 
He says a pater and becomes a fool. 
At such a moment to the Pope he yields, 
And venerates a council. Though he give 
Some hard knocks to the priest, he fears him 
still; 
He feels he is but dust beneath the feet 
Of some proud monk like yonder passer-by. 
[Making the sign of the cross. 
Amen! He isa shameless knave, a liar, 
A crafty, cruel wretch, obscene and godless, 
But Catholic! a name—worse come to worst!— 
By which he will be later known. 
|THE KiInG again hangs his rosary to his belt 
and makes a sign to THE Prior to ap- 
proach. 


THE KING (to THE PRIOR) 
Come here. 
[THE Prior advances, his hands crossed on his 
breast and his eyes bent on the ground. 
If by ill luck thy answers miss the truth, 
And are not-frank and full, look to thyself! 
; |THE Prior bows. 


‘ 


The truth, Beware! 
[A few moments before this, the monk, clad in 
the garb of a Dominican, has re-appeared 
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at the back of the theater. He walks with 
bent head, regardless of everything, and 
solely engaged in saluting all the crosses 
of the tombs before which he passes. He 
seems to be muttering prayers. He is 
noticed by THE KinG, who points him out 
to THE PRIOR. 
, And first, who is that monk 
With haggard eyes, not clad like thee, who kneels 
Each time he meets a cross? 


THE PRIOR. 
He is insane. 


THE KING. 
How pale he looks! 


THE PRIOR. 
With fast and watching he 
Wears out his strength. He speaks aloud, and 
walks - 
-Bareheaded in the sun, and raves and rants. 
He has a craze about confronting popes, 
And telling them on bended knee their duty. 
We must be silent when he passes by. 
He is not of our order, and is here 
Under our watch and ward; for thus all priests 
Are shut up in our ‘convents who may be 
Too restless or too learned, dreamers who 
Might preach some doctrine which our Spanish 
church 
Disowns. 
THE KING. 
What is the nature of his madness? 
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THE PRIOR. 


He thinks his eyes see fire, the devil, and hell. 
He’s but a short time here. 


THE KING. 
He’s old. 


THE PRIOR. 
He is, 
And has, I fancy, not much time to live. 
|The monk passes and disappears without 
seeing anybody. 


GUCHO (gazing at his baubles, aside). 
i have two baubles. One is gold and one 
Is copper; Evil one is called, and Good 
The other. I love both with equal love. 
I have no aim. 
[He observes the turf on the graves. 
Down yonder there are flowers, 
And yonder withered leaves. 


THE KING (to THE PRIOR). 
The discipline 
That ought to guide your convents, monk, has 
grown 
Exceeding lax. ' 


THE PRIOR. 
My liege— 


THE KING. 
And it is said 
That women are no strangers in your cloisters. 
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THE PRIOR. 
We’re neighbor to a convent in which dwell 
The Ursulines. They are our flock; we are— 


‘ THE KING. 
The goats, no doubt, that guard the sheep. 


THE PRIOR (bowing). 
My liege— 


GUCHO (aside). 
Kach women’s convent has for confessors 
The monks that live close by, who make the sin, 
And then absolve it; reigning o’er these hearts, 
They rob them of their virtue, then restore 
Their innocence. <A pleasant miracle! 


THE PRIOR. 
The sons of Levi, King, and Sion’s daughters— 


THE KING. 
Lived happily together. Still I will 
Be rigorous, and Rome shall know— 


THE PRIOR (bowing). 
My liege! 


GUCHO (aside). 
When at the cloister’s gate, where Jesus reigns 
- No longer, little Cupid comes to knock, 
Pope Sixtus, who two children had, can’t scold 
If they should set the door ajar. 


THE KING (to THE PRIOR). 
And: Rome 
Stands ready to inflict a chastisement 
For which the times seem ripe. 
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[Looking fixedly at THE Prior.] Within your 
walls 

At present dwells the Bishop of Urgel-—- 

I have been warned ’tis so— 

[THE Prior bends his head.| With power en- 
tire 

To punish. 


THE PRIOR (with a new reverence). 
But, my liege, his power extends 
To dogma only, and to errors which 
Require repression ~-nothing more than this. 


THE MARQUIS (in a low tone to THE KING). 
Your eyes see far, my liege. 


THE KING (in a low tone to THE MARQUIS). 
I chose to see. 

[The eyes of Tue Kino are arrested by the 
subterranean vault, open at some steps 
from ham. 

Monk, what is this? 


THE PRIOR. 
It is an open tomb. 


THE KING. 
An open tomb! 
THE PRIOR. 
It is, my liege. 
THE KING. 
For whom? 


THE PRIOR. 
None know but God the moment when man falls. 
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= THE KING. 
Whose tomb is this? 
[THE PRIOR keeps silent. THE Kine becomes 
urgent. 
Tell me, at once, I say. 


THE PRIOR. 
I know not. It awaits [after a silence], per- 
haps, myself; 
Perhaps it waits for you. 


THE MARQUIS («2 THE KING’Ss ear). 
When in a cloister 
Tis felt some monk has reached a higher level, 
Whether in good or evil, than his fellows, 
He is suppressed. 


THE KING (in a low tone). 
It proves their sense, in truth, 
To kill in such a case. 


THE MARQUIS. 
Oh, no! The Church 
Recoils from bloodshed. He is buried merely. 


THE KING. 
I understand. 


THE MARQUIS. 
In this secluded spot, 

Cry out! Why, none will hear. Resist! ’Tis 
= vaitt. 
No helper will be nigh. 
[Showing the hole, where a staircase is dis- 

tinguished, and then the flag close to 1. 

The man is pushed 
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Down step by step until he reach the bottom. 
And when he touches that, yon stone is placed 
Above his head, and night forever fills 

His eyelids, hiding from him woods and skies, 
And men and waters. Living— 


THE KING. 
He is dead. 
The thing is simple, truly. 


THE MARQUIS. 
If he likes, 
He dies. The Church has not shed blood. 
[A nod of approval on the part of THE KING. 


THE KING (aloud, looking into the garden of 
the convent). 

In spite 

Of all this monk may say, ’tis certain women— 


THE PRIOR. 
Come not within our walls. 


THE KING (to THE MARQUIS). 
How he does lie! 
I see one now! 
[He gazes into the depths of the garden, and 
continues. 
And by her side a youth, 
A charming, beardless boy, all but a child, 
Bright-eyed and slender-shaped— 


THE PRIOR. 
She is, my liege, 
A princess. 
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THE KING. 
And the youth? 


THE PRIOR. 
My liege, a prince. 


THE KING (to THE MARQUIS, 2 a low voice). 
I have done well to come. 


THE PRIOR. ; 
The rule Magnates— 
[Saluting THE KING. 
We are the subjects of Viscount d’Orthez— 


THE KING. 
And mine as well. 


s 
THE PRIOR (continuing). 
Allows us to receive 
One of a princely house. 


THE KING. 
And even two— 


A female and a male. 


THE PRIOR (bowing in the direction to which 
the finger of THE KING potints). 
She is a countess. 


THE MARQUIS (in a low voice to THE KING). 
The King of France is bishop in a land 
He does not rule. The Viscount of Orthez, 
Cahors, and Dax resembles him in this; 
For, though a layman, yet, as being prince, 
He is a cleric, and while battling yonder 
Among his subjects, and while crying out: 


Van 


154 DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


‘‘Brave troopers, forward! Forward, men-at- 
arms!”’ 
He’s cardinal-deacon, abbot of this convent. 


THE KING (laughing). 
Churchman in Spain, and man of war in France. 


THE MARQUIS (pointing to the two persons 
whom THE KiNG saw outside the theater). 
“And if yon lusty blade finds here his mate, 
The reason is that, for some scheme or other, 
Our Viscount placed these hearts among the 
flowers 
And in the shadow, side by side, concealed. 


THE KING (servously).« 
Some scheme or other? No, I see his aim— 
A marriage. [Zo THE PrRior.] Pray, how 
long’ have they been here? 


THE PRIOR. 
Since they were children. 


THE KING (to THE MARQUIS). 


And have grown up both 
Within this stiflimg priory? [Zo THE PrRIoR.] 
Their names? 


THE PRIOR. 
The one is the infanta Rose d’Orthez. 


THE KING. 
And the infante. 


THE PRIOR. 
Sancho de Salinas. 
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[THE Marguis starts, and looks eagerly in the 
direction in which THe Kine has per- 
ceived the infanta and infante. 


THE KING (with increasing seriousness). 
Of Burgos he’s the heir; she, of Orthez. 


THE PRIOR (making a sign in the affirmative). 


He’s rightful lord of lands that even reach 
The Tagus. 


THE MARQUIS (aside). 
Burgos! Sancho de Salinas! 
Could this be possible? 


THE KING (to THE PRIOR). 
Continue. Yes, 
All this was planned in secret. Sancho is 
My cousin. Still, I thought the eldest branch 
Extinct. 


THE PRIOR. 
Not so. Don Sancho has been kept 
In secret here. He has been sent to us 
To be brought up along with Orthez’s niece. 


THE MARQUIS (aszde). 
And yet I thought them dead. A marvelous 
Disclosure this, which I half comprehend. 
That boy concealed! It surely must be he! 
I feel a sudden rending of the heart. 
A. wordrous tale, indeed! 


THE KING (to THE MARQUIS). 
’T was wise to choose 
This lonely convent. 


156 DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


“THE PRIOR. 

Soon the Countess, who 
_ To the infante lately pledged her troth, 
Shall be his bride. From the same ancestor 
They’re both descended, and that ancestor 
A saint, whose aid we daily here invoke. 
His son, Loup Centulle, was a Gascon duke. 
From him came Luke, King of Bigorre; from 

him, 

The King of Barége, John; next after him, 
The Viscount Peter; then Gaston the Fifth— 


THE KING. 
Be brief. 


THE PRIOR. 
To-day the reigning Cardinal- Viscount wills 
That we, as far as in our power lies, 
Shall keep them hidden in our cloisters. 


THE MARQUIS (aside). 
Sancho! 


THE KING (pointing to the young man whom 
he has perceived, but who ts not seen 
by the audience). 
A handsome fellow this! Pray, Marquis, look! 
[THE Marquis looks in the direction desig- 
nated by THE Kine with a sort of terrified 
intentness. 


THE PRIOR. (looking in the same direction). 
He has the right of keeping in his train 
A guard of fifty soldiers, all hidalgos, 
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Commanded by an abbot. When he goes 

To church he sits within the altar rails; 
Pefiacerrada is his capital. 

But as it seems, some fatal shadow frowned 
Upon his birth. None, sire, save me alone, 
Know that he is infante and the heir. 

He knows it not himself, and, for like cause, 
The infanta Rose is unaware she is 

A princess. It is clear that some one’s feared. 


: THE KING. 

By heavens! I, the King, might well be wroth 

When such a game as this is played. 

[To THE Prior, always looking outside. | 
They wear 

A robe of serge like yours. 


THE PRIOR. 
Because they both 
Are to the Virgin consecrated, else 
We could not keep them in the convent, sire. 
They even took their vows as novices 
In presence of the chapter. 


THE KING. 
Ah! Why, then, 
He’s very near a monk, and she a nun! 


THE PRIOR. 


Yes, but they shall have dispensations such 
As princes have, and so they can be married. 


THE KING (to THE MARQUIS). 
Then I, the wolf, enter the sheepfold, and 
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Can spoil it all. | Pensive, aside.] Look to it, 
Cardinal! 
So thou wouldst trick me, aged demon, who 
Hast caused these angels to grow up together! 
Adore each other, children, tenderly! 
The plot against me I shall surely shape 
To my good uses. Yes! Let Rose and Sancho 
In wedlock join! That will subserve my turn. 
Thou wilt, my Viscount, by a marriage that 
Unites my cousin to thy niece, rob me 
Of Burgos through Salinas? It is well. 
[ yield compliance. Now our rights are equal. 
But, like thyself, I do not care to part 
With what is mine. And I, by Orthez, mean 
To take from thee Navarre. Through her. I 
hold thee, - 
As thou dost me through him. So therefore let 
This marriage be performed. I am well 
pleased. 
To-day the bridal, the assault to-morrow! 
| Looking outside. 
She is a lovely girl! [Pensive.] The way to 
reign 
Triumphant is to use the secret springs 
Your enemy employs, for your own weal, 
And use them in a careless, drowsy fashion. 
An intrigue, thwarted thus, becomes your serv- 
‘ant. 
The arm would slay you turns aside and fails. 
The stupid dagger strikes the place you wish, 
And your assassin changes to your slave. 
[Again gazing outside. 
What are they saying? I must listen, 
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[He proceeds to the back of the theater and 
disappears among the trees. 


GUCHO (aside, looking at THE KiNG as he goes 
out). 
Spy! 
[As soon as THE KiNG has left, THE Marquis 
beckons imperiously to THE PRIOR to draw 
near him. 


SCENE III 


The same, except Tue Kine; THE MaARQuis, 
THE Prior, who are supposed to be wm- 
audible to the other performers. They 
are at the front of the stage 


THE MARQUIS. 
Come hither, priest! 


THE PRIOR (approaching submissively). 


My humble service. 
[He makes a profound reverence to THE Mar 


QUIS. 
j THE MARQUIS. 
Thou 
Hast not informed the King of all. 
THE PRIOR. 
The Lord 


Alone is master, and whate’er the priest 
May in confession learn, he must not tell. 
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THE MARQUIS. 


A fiction that. Has it not been declared 

By Paul the Second that in cases grave 

All things may be revealed? If thou dost dare 
To brave my wrath, then woe to thee, O monk! 


THE PRIOR. 
But swear you will be secret if I yield. 


THE MARQUIS. 
I swear it; nay, I will do better still; 
A golden head-dress worth a hundred marks 
I promise I’ll to thy Madonna give, 
And six huge silver candelabra which 
Of equal value are. 


THE PRIOR. 


You shall know all. 
What time, my lord, both you and I were young, 
The Princess, Donna Sancha of Portugal, 
For whom our prayers are offered every fast, 
Gave to her wedded lord, the King of Burgos, 
An heir whose father was the page, Gorvona. 
The King, who held in great esteem his wife, 
Believed the child his own, and so of right 
This bastard did become legitimate,  ~ 
Succeeded to the crown and all its powers, 
Then married, died, and left an only son, 
Who met, it was believed, a sudden death 
While yet achild. But no, he was, in truth, 
Abducted by the Cardinal-Viscount, who 
Had seized and hidden in his fief of Bearn 
The little king, Don Sancho. 


TORQUEMADA 161 


THE MARQUIS (aside). 
Yes, ’tis clear. 
I guessed aright. 
[Gazing outside while THE PRIOR ts muttering 
prayers. 
It is my child! the son 

Of mine own son! Great God! I scarcely dare 
Believe it yet. I feel awake within 
My bosom something I knew not was there— 
A heart! O sacred lightning flash! O swift, 
Subduing shock! I who once hated, love! 
My son! my son! Oh, I am drunk with joy! 
A joy that, for the present, almost kills me. 
O blest release! Now I have burst my bonds! 
I lived for evil; I will live for good. 
My blackened conscience prowled as does the 
: wolf. 

I thought I had lost all, and have found all! 
I am a father, grandsire! O my God! 
And from below I can henceforward look 
With smiles upon the radiant heights above, 
Can cast a furtive glance toward the peak 
‘On which shall grow this glorious lily, sprung 
From out my dunghill, and say, ‘‘’Tis my son!’’ 
And oh, to live anew myself! I feel 
This child, enrobed in all his radiance, comes 
Into the turbid mist that girds me round, 
And that his fresh young soul the owner is 
Of this vile withered heart, so that there is 
Within myself a watchful innocence 
That I can trust for guidance and support. 
I am another man, and weep and pray, 
And on my sinful night there breaks the dawn! 

F VOL. 22 
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This light is mine! this artless boy is mine! 
Art thou at last, then, merciful, O God! 
Thou dark, unknown existence? Even I, 
The prompter of this King who sets his feet 
Upon his victims; I, the light by which 
His foulness walks; I, courtier of his crimes, 
Know that a soft hand wipes away my stains. 
Yes, I, his hideous henchman, breathe at last, 
And raise my head again—alas! weighed down 
By dire remorse!—Yes, I can breathe again, 
Uncursed of God! I am no more alone; 
T live, ITlove! O dazzling thought! Alas! 
He has but me, and I have only him. 
What gulfs surround him! What unnumbered 
snares! 
But I shall watch. [Penszve.] For him the 
light, for me 

The gloom. The cloak in which I wrap myself 
Must not be cast aside. <A faint surmise 
As to the father would destroy the son. 

[He returns to THE PRIOR. 


THE PRIOR (in a low voice). 
You promised secrecy, my lord. 


THE MARQUIS. 
The pledge, 
Be sure, T’ll keep. When does Don Sancho quit 
His refuge here? 


THE PRIOR. 
The child, who was thought dead, 
Isnowaman. My lord, the Cardinal 
Thinks to make use of him, and will, when he 


TORQUEMADA 163 


Is husband of his niece, declare him king, 
And prince and highness. 
[He casts a look behind. Tur Kina appears 
at the back. 
Lo! the King! 


THE MARQUIS. 
The King! 
| Aside, speaking to himself. 
Old man, take care to screen from this King’s 
eyes 
The heart unhoped for that has flowered in thee. 


THE PRIOR (7n a low voice). 


Protect us. And God grant that nothing here 
Excite his anger! 


THE MARQUIS (asvde). 


- Now, old mummer, now, 
Resume thy craven mask, insensible 
Alike to insult, hatred, and affront, 
And call back to thy lips that abject smile. 


THE PRIOR. 
You pledged, my lord, the greatest secrecy. 


THE MARQUIS (aszde). 


Yes, yes, I must! [Yo THE Prior.] You need 
not fear. Be calm. 
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SCENE IV 
The same. THE KING 


THE KING (aside). 
To spy: half-open hearts amuses me. 
[He looks back in the direction from which he 
has entered. 
[To THe Marguis.] They’re yonder. Now 
we leave. 
THE MARQUIS. 
On what have you, 
Their lord and king, resolved? 


THE KING. 
To make them happy. 
I wish them married. 


THE MARQUIS. 
Tis deep policy. 


THE KING. 
Spain, stone by stone, and step by step’s a- 
building. 
This marriage runs concordant with my plans. 
The Cardinal d’Orthez shall have my help, 
His wish shall be fulfilled; and, Marquis, I 
Shall have Dax and Bayonne a little after. 


THE MARQUIS (aside). 
O fierce and gloomy heart of mine, rejoice! 
My child shall be a king! 
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[At a sign from THE Kine the escort and 
retinue all leave by the breach. THE 
PRIOR approaches and salutes THE KING, 
his arms crossed on his breast. 


THE KING (to THE PRIOR). 
Monk, I have not come here— 


THE PRIOR (bowing). 


My liege. . 
THE KING. 
é And thou 
Hast never seen me. 
THE PRIOR. 


Poor, the humble monk, 
And naked has— 
| THE KING. 

I shall take care to watch 
The doings in this convent. 


THE PRIOR. 
Where you'll see 
That in its walls your Grace’s wishes meet 
With prompt obedience ever. [Aszde.] Maya 
curse 
Cleave to thee, King! 


THE KING. 
Your chief resides in France. 


; THE PRIOR. 
He does, my liege. 
THE KING. 
The Bishop of Urgel 
Is here at present. 
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THE PRIOR. 
Yes, we have the honor 
To lodge a bishop on his pastoral tour. 


THE KING. 
He must know naught of what has taken place. 
{Don SancHo and Donna Rose are seen at the 
back of the theater. They have not per- 
ceived anything of what has occurred. 
THE Kine points them out to THE MarR- 
guis, and proceeds toward the breach. 
[To THE Marguis.] Come quick! [To THE 
Prior.| If thy intention is to live, 
Be silent. [Zo THE Margutis.] Come! 
[THE Kine goes out, GucHo follows. 


THE MARQUIS (gazing on DON SANCHO). 
My sweet and lovely child! 


SCENE V 


Don SancHo, Donna RosE. Don SAncHo and 
Donna RosE, both dressed as novices, he 
in a white soutane, she in a veil, are run- 
ning and playing among the trees. She 
us sixteen, he seventeen. They are chas- 
ing and flying from each other. Laughter 

-and gayety. Rose tries to catch the but- 
terflies. SANCHO gathers flowers, and is 
arranging a nosegay which he holds in his 
hand 

DONNA ROSE. 
Come this way! Look, ’tis full of butterflies. 
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DON SANCHO. 
The roses please me best. 
[He gathers some wild roses and adds them to 
his nosegay while looking around him. 
Oh, I am thrilled 
With rapture at the sight of such sweet things! 


DONNA ROSE (admiring a butterfly). 
See yonder one that flies among the reeds! 


DON SANCHO. 
With perfumes and with life all things are rife! 


DONNA ROSE. 
Come, letusshare. For you the flowers; forme 
The butterflies. 


DON SANCHO (his eyes turned toward the 
heavens). 
The universe is filled 
With something strange of tenderness and grace. 
[He continues to gather flowers for his nose- 
gay while DONNA RosE is running after 
the butterflies. He gazes after her ear- 
nestly. 
Rose! 


DONNA ROSE (turning and looking at the 
flowers he has in his hand). 
Sir! For whom do you intend these flowers? 


DON SANCHO. 
Well, guess. 
DONNA ROSE. 
For me. 


aN 
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[She returns to the butterflies, and tries to 
catch them. They escape her. She ts 
vexed and speaks to them. 

I think you pretty, yet 

You fly away. Why so? 


DON SANCHO, 
They'll lose, dear Rose, 
Their colors if you touch them. 
| Musing, and gazing on the butterflies as they 
jit about. 
One might think 
He gazed on wandering kisses seeking mouths. 


DONNA ROSE. 
They find them, too—the flowers. 


DON SANCHO. 


Then, my Rose, 
Since you're a fiower— 


| fle clasps her in his arm. She struggles; he 
kisses her. 
DONNA ROSE. 
Stop, sir; ’tis very wrong! 
DON SANCHO, 
But since we shall be married— 
| Donna Rose follows a butterfly with her eyes. 
She lies in wait for it. It rests on a 
flower, ~ 
~ DONNA ROSE. 
. Look, it lights. 


I must have this one. [She approaches softly. 


[To Dow Sancuo.] Come. 


———" 
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DON SANCHO (following her very closely). 
Hush! 
[The lips of Don SancHo meet the lips of 
Donna Rose; the butterfly escapes. 


DONNA ROSE. 
Stupid man! 
That don’t know how to take a butterfly! 


DON SANCHO. 
But I have ta’en the kiss. 


ROSE (surveying the butterflies returning to 
the flowers). 
How daintily 

They place themselves right at their ladies’ 
feet !— 

There now! They leave them, little faithless 
things! [She gazes on them as they fly. 

Why do they fly so far, and go so high? 

What numberless wings are flitting through the 
air! 

[Don SancHo comes gently behind her, and 
embraces her. She repulses him. 

A kiss before our marriage! Never, sir. 

I will not have it. No. 


DON SANCHO. 
Then give it back. 


DONNA ROSE (smiling). 
No. 
DON SANCHO. 
Yes. 
DONNA ROSE. 
But—Ah! I love thee! 
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[They embrace each other, and sit down on a 
tomb. She rests her head on his shoulder. 
Both, as if in ecstasy, follow the butter- 
flies with their eyes. , 

DON SANCHO. 
Oh, how kind 

And boundless is this nature which surrounds us! 

Give ear, until its meaning I unfold. 

From winter’s gloomy sky there falls on earth 

A pale and chilling winding-sheet; but when 

April returns, the flowers bloom again, 

The days grow long; and then the happy earth 

Rewards the heavens that have protected her 

With flakes of snow changed to white butterflies. 

High festival is kept where mourning was, 

And all the skies are blue, and trembling joy 

Takes flight and mounts to God. Such is the 
cause 

Why from the dark springs forth this rush of 
wings. 

God opens underneath His boundless heaven 

The countless hearts of men, and makes them 
full 

Of rapture and of light; and nothing can 

Refuse His bounty or disown His sway, 

For everything that He has made is good! 


DONNA ROSE. 
Oh, how I love thee! 


DON SANCHO (passionately). 
; Rose! 
[He clasps her in his arms. A_ butterfly 
passes. DoNNA Rose tears herself from 
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the embrace of Don Sancuo, and runs 
after the butterfly. 


DONNA ROSE. 
How beautiful! 
Come, come! We must take this one. Come! 


DON SANCHO. 
God strews 


The charms of spring around to glad thine eyes. 
[The butterfly settles on a bush. 


DONNA ROSE (reaching her hand out to seize tt). 
Not so much noise. [The butterfly flies away. 
How wearisome he is! 
He’s gone again. 
[She follows the butterfly. Don Sancuo fol- 
lows her. 
Among the lilies. 
[The butterfly fits further. 
Good! 
He’s in the clematis. 


DON SANCHO. 
Since we were children 
Our souls have always lived close to each other, 


O my sweet wife! 
[The butterfly is further stall. 


DONNA ROSE. 
He sees me! 

[The butterfly vs on the wild-rose bush. She 
tries to seize it, and stretches out her 
hand, but draws it back quickly. 

Oh, the rose! 

The wicked rose has pricked my finger. 
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DON SANCHO. 
Ah! 


Those bad, bad roses! That one wants to drink 

The blood of angels! 

[THE Monk in the Dominican habit appears 
under the trees, among the tombs. He 
does not see them. DONNA ROSE per- 
ceives him. 

Ah! look, there again 

Is that old monk who has so strange an air! 

That man makes me afraid. Pray, come away. 

[They go out in the direction of the clumps 
of trees. THE Monk advances slowly, 
as if he saw nothing beyond himself. 
The day is beginning to wane. 


SCENE VI 
THE Monk, alone 


THE MONK. 
Here!—man’s corrupted nature, and the woe 
Inherited, the princes all defiled 
With abject crimes, the sages past all cure, 
And lust and pride and foaming blasphemy 
And murderous Sennacherib and false 
Delilah, heretics, Musarabs, Jews, 
Waldenses, Guebers, and those pallid fools, 
The curious in,algebras and ciphers, 
All, all, both great and little, have befouled 
Their sign baptismal, groping in the dark, 
Denying Jesus, prone to wrongful deeds, 
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All, all! the pope and king, the bishop, priest! 

And there, the infinite and awful fire! 

Here, careless man, who lives and eats and 
sleeps. 

And there, the somber depths of glowing fame! 

There, hell!—O human creature desolate! 

O life and death! thou dark and twofold plain 

On which our fate is staked. To laugh an hour 

And afterward to weep forever! Hell! 

O horrid vision! Caves, and mountain-tops, 

And pits of burning coal, and sulphurous peaks. 

O thousand-toothed gulf! O yawning mouth! 

Infinite guilt beneath the infinite hand 

Of its avenger! Joy makes up one half, 

And pain the other. And the scorching heat 

Ne’er ceases. Hear ye not those screams! ‘‘My 
son! 

My mother! Pardon The chimera, Hope, 

Falls into ashes. Eyes and faces wan 

Are lost a while within the fiery shaft, 

And then return to sight. - The melted lead 

Drops down on living skulls. A specter world. 

It tortures and it suffers; it is roofed 

With hideous vaults that form the nether side 

Of pitchy graveyards, pierced with points of fire 

As heaven with stars at night. A ceiling dire, 

In which are yawning caverns here and there. 

Through them there falls, as fast as drops of 
rain, 

Eternally a shower of human souls! 

They sink into the caldrons’ flaming mouths, 

In nameless tortures, further than can reach 

God’s pardon; night and anguish are their lot. 
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A dismal wind howls- through the gaps, and 
whirls 

The flames unceasing, fed by other flames. 

The swollen, blazing lava fills the deep 

And hollow portals. Heaven cries out: Never! 

And Hell cries back: Forever! All that have, 

While on this earth, by vice or idleness, 

Made bad use of their time, made one false step 

In drunkness, went astray, fell, sinned, or stum- 
bled, 

Though *twere but for one moment’s space, is 
there! 

O retribution dread! O headlong fall! 

Impossible to doubt. What see we yonder, 

Before our very eyes?—Hell visible! 

Its pestilential breath comes where we stand, 

From Belial’s hearth there rises to our sky 

The pungent, red-hot smoke his caldrons send 

Through his dread chimneys, Mount Vesuvius, 

And Etna, Stromboli and northern Hecla. 

Of what then should we think if not of this? 

We have before us yawning “neath our earth 

This mystery that spits forth flame and death. 

We can lean over and can gaze within. 

We can at night behold the damned afire, 

See whirlwinds of them roll along like sparks, 

Take flight and then fall back with fire-charred 
wings. 

Alas! for ye no,outlet and no flight! 

Back! back! Regain your blazing dungeons. 
Back! : 

Become again the waves of that black sea 

Of fire and chaos. Satan, outcast fell, 


‘ 
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Above you laughs! They whirl around in fright, 

Those living brands that shoot forth smoke and 
flame, 

“A spectacle of dread!—and scatter through 

The fixed and limitless extent of space. 

The fiery serpents lick their writhing hands; 

Oil bites their limbs, and lead and pitch suck up 

Their melting flesh. A darkness fathomless 

Spreads o’er their heads its huge, tremendous 
veil. 

The Infinite through all its hundred sieves 

Lets nothing pass but these two awful words: 

Forever! Never!—God! O God! who shall 

Have pity on them?—I! Yes, I will save 

Mankind. Man pardoned is the thought absorbs 

My inmost being. In my soul a love 

Sublime cries out. By me abyss shall strive 

Against abyss. The work that Dominick 

Began I shall accomplish. Hell! Ah, Hell! 

How shall I make its iron roof sink down? 

How shall I on its horrid steep arrest 

The fall of man, O Rome! O Jesus Christ!— 

The way I’ve found, a way Saint Paul has 
shown. 

The eagle, as he proudly soars aloft, 

Sees all things stretch before his dazzled eyes. 

To close hell’s gates and open heaven again, 

What needs the world? The stake. It needs 

The searing of hell’s fires, the conquest of 

Eternity with but a moment’s pain; 

One lightning flash of suffering annuls 

Unnumbered tortures. All the earth afire 

Shall quench this somber hell. A passing hell 
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That lasts but for an hour shall sweep away 

The stake that is eternal. Sin is burned 

Along with its vile rag of flesh. The soul 

Springs from the flame refulgent, pure as snow; 

For water laves the body, fire the soul. 

The one is mud, the other light; and fire, 

Handmaiden of heaven’s chariot, alone 

Makes white the soul, of which it is the sister. 

To thee, immortal soul! I sacrifice _ 

The body. Could a father hesitate? 

Could a fond mother who should see her child 

Hang midway ’twixt the holy stake and hell, 

Reject the interchange that kills a demon 

And makes anew an angel? Yes, I read 

Aright the meaning of the word Redemption. 

Gomorrha is eternal as is Sion. 

No one can bring down from the radiant heaven 

A drop of joy to fire-tormented hell. 

But God at least permits to save the future! 

Man is the prey of hell no more! The torch 

August has come to bless. -And oh, there is 

No time to lose! Alas! the world grows worse; 

And Jesus bleeds and dies a second time. 

All men are wicked, evil, vowed to ruin. 

From hour to hour shoots up some bud of sin 

From that dread, fatal tree whose branches God 

Drew toward Himself, but which Eve bent, alas! 

Again to human lips! Amongst us faith 

No longer lives. On every side Beghards, 

Backsliding Jews, and monks that break their 
vows, - 

And nuns that let their hair again grow long; 

This one pulls down a cross, that stains a host, 
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And faith expires beneath its load of error, 

As does the lily weighed down by the nettle. 

The Pope is on his knees. In front of whom? 

Of God? Of man. He is afraid of Cesar. 

Rome soon, subservient to kings, shall be 

The serf of Nineveh. Another step, 

And all the world is lost. But I am here, 

Am here!—and with me bring the antique fervor. 

In pensive sadness I am come to breathe 

Upon the saving fagots. Earth, I come 

To ransom, at the price of flesh, the soul. 

I bear salvation and I bear relief. . 

Glory to God! and happiness to all! 

Those rock-bound hearts shall melt. The blaze 
of stakes 

Shall fill the world. I will fling on the winds 

The cry profound of Genesis: Light! Light! 

And then the splendors of the burning piles 

Will shine o’er all. I?ll scatter fires abroad, 

And flaming brands, and lustrous furnaces, 

Until above the cities of the earth 

Autos-da-fe shall blaze on every side, 

Supreme and active, and diffusing round 

Celestial joys! I love the human race! 

[He raises his eyes to heaven in ecstasy, with 
clasped hands and wide-open mouth. Be- 
hind him, from the outskirt of a kind of 
thicket at the back of the cemetery, issues 
amonk with his arms crossed on his breast 
and his hood pulled down over his face. 
Then, from another point of the copse, 
another monk, then another. These monks 
are in the Augustinian habit. They take 
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their stand, silent and motionless, behind 
the Dominican monk, who does not see 
them. Other monks arrive successively 
in the same fashion, singly and in si- 
lence, and place themselves beside the 
first. All have their arms crossed and 
their hoods lowered, so as to entirely 
conceal their faces. After some time a 
semicircle is formed behind THE DomInI- 
CAN. This semicircle divides, and a bishop 
attended by two archdeacons ts seen to is- 
sue from the trees with cope on back, cro- 
ster in hand, and miter on head. It 1s 
THE BisHop oF SEO D’URGEL. He ad- 
vances slowly, followed by THE PRIOR, 
who, alone of the monks, has the hood 
raised. THE BisHop, without saying a 
word, stations himself in the center of 
the semicircle of monks, which closes up 
behind him. Tur Dominican has seen 
nothing of all this. The day continues 
to wane. 


SCENE VII 


THE Dominican, THE BISHOP oF SEO D’UR- 
GEL, THE PRIOR, monks 


THE BISHOP. 
Be witnesses that I, John, Bishop, am 
About to judge, be he or good: or bad, 
This man now present, and shall question him 
Before the judgment. Equity permits — 


TORQUEMADA =: 179 


The punishment, but wills that culprits have 

Full notice of the charge. 

[THE Monk has turned round. He observes 
the proceedings with grave attention. He 
does not seem moved. He fixes his eyes 
on THE BISHOP. 

What art thou? Say. 


THE MONK. 
A friar preacher. 


THE BISHOP. 
And what is thy name? 


THE MONK. 
Torquemada. 


THE BISHOP. 
Tis said that yet a child 
The demon did possess thee, and that since 
Thou’rt chased by hideous visions. Is this true? 


THE MONK. 
Realities alone have power o’er me. 


THE BISHOP. 
All fancies. 
THE MONK. 
Be content with visions. I 
See God. 
[Fixing his gaze on the mystic gilt triangle on 
the top of the great cross of the cemetery. 
What will’st Thou, Lord, that we should do, 
Who are Thy priests before the eternal light? 
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Behold thy simple and most awful law, 
And naught but that. Oh, it is terrible! 
But as for me, how can [I help it? 


THE BISHOP. 
Answer. 
Tis said that in your thought we doctors all 
Delude ourselves who loathe the impious man 
As if he were a panther. 


THE MONK. 
Yes, my lord, 
My lords the bishops do delude themselves. 


THE BISHOP. 
Thou worm of earth! 


THE MONK. 

The impious should be loved— 
And saved. 

THE BISHOP. 

*Tis said a dogma false wherein 

The Lombard Didier had gone astray 
Seduces thee, and in thy vain conceit 
Thou holdest hell extinguished by the stake; 
So that the flame wafts up to heaven the dead. 


And for the soul’s salvation we must needs 
The body burn. 


THE MONK. 
’Tis truth. 


THE BISHOP. 

: An error, monk, 
Bewitches thee. The dismal tree of evil 
Has error for its root. 


x 
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THE MONK. 
The soul abhors 
Its contact with its vile associate, 
The body. Burning is the only way 
To purify. 


THE BISHOP. 
A dreadful doctrine. 


THE MONK. 
No. 


THE BISHOP. 
And false. 
THE MONK. 
And true. And by its guidance, I 
Intend to rule my acts. 


THE BISHOP. 
A viper, thou! 


: THE MONK. 
My faith in itis firm. Ah, yes! 


THE BISHOP. 
Beware, 
Unless thou dost retract! I here command 
That thou repent of it, and from this time 
Cease to believe in such a heresy. 


THE MONK. 
I cannot lie, and, in all humbleness, 
I must persist. 


THE BISHOP. 
Thou art perverse! 
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THE MONK. 
I have 
With me the Council of the Lateran 
And Innocent the Third. 


THE BISHOP. 
If thou art docile, 
Thou hast all things within thy reach. But if 
Thou turnest rebel, nothing. Come, my son, 
Thy error is a treacherous light that can 
Spread mischief round. From it a schism might 
spring. 
Come, strike thy breast, and say: ‘‘I have been 
wrong.” 
THE MONK. 
I have been right. 


THE BISHOP. 

Renounce thy doctrine, like 
That Bruno of Angers who wished to grow 
To greatness and recanted. 


THE MONK. 
Yes; but I 
Wish not to grow to greatness, but to rest 
In my own littleness. 


THE BISHOP. 
Puffed up with pride! 


THE MONK. 
Not so, my lord, I am inspired by faith. 


THE BISHOP. 
But what dost thou intend to do? 
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THE MONK. 
To go 
Barefoot to Rome and warn the Holy Father. 


THE BISHOP. 
’T was he who ordered me to judge thee, dog! 


THE MONK. 
The barking of the dog awakes the shepherd. 
I shall awake the Pope, and he must listen. 


THE BISHOP (to those present, pointing to 
THE Monk). 
My sons, this man is ruthless. 


THE MONK. 

Yes, because 

He is compassionate. Saint Paul has said: 
‘‘Faith burns through charity.”’ 


THE BISHOP. 

Thou dost mistake 
The meaning of the text thou wrongly quotest. 
Sixtus the Fourth, a pastor whom the world 
In reverence holds, wills that the Church should 

be 

Less rigorous, and faith become more mild. 
In him with sanctity indulgence dwells, 
And he would armor truth with tenderness. 
The Inquisition, too, has gentler grown, 
And when the Pope uplifts his sacred hand, 
It is to bless, not strike. We seldom see 
The smoking fagots now. 


THE MONK. 
This laxity 
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Appalls my soul. The flames of hell expand 
And higher rise, the lower grow the flames 
That from the stake ascend. 


THE BISHOP. 
Poor darkened soul! 
. What is, then, thy desire? 


THE MONK. 
To save the world. 
THE BISHOP. 
But how? 


THE MONK. 
By fire. 


THE BISHOP. 
Beware of remedy 
So merciless and savage. 


THE MONK. 
The physician 
Is not the master of the remedy. 


THE BISHOP. 
But, say, what dost thou hope? 


THE MONK. 


To triumph if 
God aid me. 


THE BISHOP. 
We shall see. 
| He shows THE Monk the opening of the vault. 
< Go, enter there. 


THE MONK. 
But what is that? 
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THE BISHOP. 
Thy tomb. 


THE MONK. 
Content. 
[He proceeds toward the vault. 


THE BISHOP. 
Fall back, 
There is yet time. 


THE MONK (marching toward the vault). 
Introibo. 


THE BISHOP. 
Reflect. 


THE MONK (wth eyes raised to heaven). 
Smite thou, O God, thy prophet and thy priest, 
And may thine awful will be done. 

[He goes to the vault, and stops at the brink. 


THE BISHOP. 
Thou owest 
Obedience to thy bishop. He offends 
His brethren, who amid the cloister’s shades 
Lifts up too bold a head. The Church is bound 
To plunge in night the man who mars her peace. 


THE MONK (standing on the threshold of the 
vault). 
Amen! 
THE BISHOP. 
Yield, monk, I summon thee to yield 
Obedience. 


THE MONK. 
No. 
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THE BISHOP. 
Descend a step. 
[THe Monk puts one foot within the vault, 
and goes down the first step. 
: Recant; 
In Jesus’ name I ask thee. 


THE MONK. 
No. 


THE BISHOP. 
Descend. 
[THE Monk goes down a second step. 
Abjure thy error. 


THE MONK. 
No. 


THE BISHOP. 
Descend. 
(THE Monk goes down a third step. 
lam 
Thy bishop and thy judge. Retract thy false 
And barbarous doctrine. 


THE MONK. 
No; for it is true. 


THE BISHOP. 
Submit to me. 


THE MONK. 
. I cannot. 


THE BISHOP. 
Then, descend. 
[THE Monk goes down. Only half of his body 
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ts seen. THE BisHoP advances toward the 
opening. He shows THE Monk the in- 
tervor. 

A cruse of water and a barley loaf 

Thou seest there. Soon shall the curtain close 

That shuts out day from thee. Soon shall the 
stars 

And sunlight be hid from thee. 


THE MONK. 
Be it so. 


THE BISHOP. 
Descend. 


[He does so, only his head now appearing 
above the sepulchre. 

Bethink thee yet. Here, like a torch, 
Without one breath of air, in hunger, thirst, 
Thy life must pass away. Oh, such a death 
Is horrible! 

THE MONK. 
It is sublime. 


THE BISHOP. 
: Descend. 
[THE Monk disappears in the vault. 


THE MONK (2n the tomb). 
My feet have reached the floor. 


THE BISHOP. 


Place over him 
That flagstone. 


THE MONK. 
Do so. 


185 DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


[At a sign from THE BisHop, two Monks roll 
the flagstone over the entrance to the 
vault. They do not, however, close it 
entirely, but leave a small vent-hole, over 
which THE BisHop leans. 


THE BISHOP. 
In the name of Christ! 
And by Saint Peter’s ring! wilt thou retract? 
The night awaits thee when all hope is past. 


THE MONK. 
No. 


THE BISHOP. 
Thou hast but a moment more. Renounce 
Thy wild and reckless errors. 


THE MONK. | 
No. 


THE BISHOP. 
Then, go 
In peace! 


[The two Monks push the flagstone, and the 

sepulchre vs shut. 
And now, my brethren, let us pray. 

[They all join their hands together. The 
monks form in procession two by two, 
and march away slowly and solemnly, 
with THE BisHop walking last. They 
disappear under the trees, chanting the 
prayer for the dead. Their voices grad- 
ually grow weaker. 


VOICES OF MONKS (7n the distance). 
De profundis ad te clamavi, Domine. 
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THE VOICE (in the tomb). 
Have mercy, Lord, on this most wretched world! 


VOICES OF MONKS. 
Libera nos. 


THE VOICE (in the tomb). 


O God, deliver me! 
[Enter Don SancHo and Donna Rose. 


SCENE VIII 


THE Monk 2n the vault; Don SancHo, Donna 
Rosg. DonSancHo and Donna Ross step 
out from the copse. They stop at the edge 
of the wood, and gaze at each other and at 
the solitude around them. A few moments’ 
silence. It 1s almost night 


DON SANCHO. 


Because our love began in childhood’s hour, 

Our souls commingle, and my hand seeks thine; 

And whether I draw thee, or thou dost me, 

I cannot tell. There is some mystery, Rose, 

That hovers over us, and sometimes haunts 

My dreams. We have been reared together here 

Within these walls. Who are we, dost thou 
know? 

Why are we prisoners? But why should I care, 

Since I to love thee am left free?. Thou art 

My lady, and I am thine own true knight. 

I know not why I should speak of my soul. 
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My soul! it is the fragrant breath to which 

Thy lips give issue; ’tis the heavenly fire 

That beams from out thine eyes. Ihave no soul 
When thou’rt no longer by. A kiss.—Thy veil 
Annoysme. 


DONNA ROSE. 
No. 
[She lets him kiss her, then leans on his arm 
and points to the sky. 
See yonder star. 
[Both gaze on the heavens with ecstasy. 


THE VOICE (in the tomb). 
O God! 


Save, save the world! 


VOICES OF MONKS (in the distance). 
Ite, pax sepulcris! 


THE VOICE (27 the tomb). 


Save, save! 
DONNA ROSE. 
Dost hear monks chanting? 
DON SANCHO. 
No. I hear 
A cry. 


_ VOICES OF MONKS (growing fainter). 
Onus grave super caput. 


_ 


: DONNA ROSE. 

It was the chanting of the monks; thou seest 
How tender is the night when songs of praise 
Rise through its dusky shades, an offering meet 
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For heaven! Throughout the earth there’s 
naught but love. 
Then let us love each other! 


VOICES OF MONKS. 
Miserere! 


THE VOICE (vn the tomb). 
Miserere! 
DON SANCHO. 
No, no. Itisacry. 
Some one is calling. I was right. Whence 
comes 
That cry? 
DONNA ROSE. 
’Tis from the chapel. ’Tis the hymn 
Of evening. 
DON SANCHO. 
No. 
DONNA ROSE. 
The mists of night are apt: 
To mock our senses. 


DON SANCHO (noticing the stone that closes 
the vault). 
It is there! 


DONNA ROSE. 
I’m frightened. 
DON SANCHO. 
There is some one beneath! 


DONNA ROSE. 
The dead to speak! 
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THE VOICE (?n the tomb). 
O God! eternal Father! 


DON SANCHO. 
’Neath that stone 
A living man is buried. 


DONNA ROSE. 
Go not near. 
Some ghost, I say, with bloodless, hideous face, 
Will surely rise! 


DON SANCHO (almost violently). 
Come help me. 

[He kneels down and tries to move the stone. 
She kneels beside him and also attempts 
to raise tt. He turns to her, smiling. 

If he is 
A malefactor, let him have through thee 
His pardon. 
| He stoops down over the stone and shouts. 
Is there some one suffering here? 


THE VOICE (?n the tomb). 
Is anybody near? Help! 


DON SANCHO. 
Wait a moment. 

[Both attempt to move the flagstone. 
In vain we try to turn aside this stone. 
Where find.a lever? 
[He sees an tron cross, on a tomb near the: 

wall, a few steps from him. 
Ah, that cross! 
[Rising and going to the cross. 


« 
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DONNA ROSE (stopping him). 
Take care! 


DON SANCHO (looking at the tomb). 
Alas, poor man! 


DONNA ROSE. 


I dread to see you touch 
That cross, a holy thing. 


DON SANCHO. 
It will be holier 
When it has saved him. [If I pull it down 
Christ will approve my deed. 
[He removes the cross. 


DONNA ROSE (making the sign of the cross). 
O crux, ave! 


DON SANCHO (examining the cross, which he 

grasps with both hands). 

A solid iron bar. Now for a stone. 

[He rolls a block of stone near the tomb, and 
uses it as a fulcrum for his lever. He 
then introduces the point of the upper 
arm of the cross under the flagstone, 
and both endeavor to bend the bar. , 

Ah! death likes not his eyelids to be opened. 

Tis hard. 

[They stop a moment to recover breath. 
A convent is a curious place, 
And sometimes is the scene of gloomy deeds. 


DONNA ROSE. 
O God! I shake with fear. 
iG : Viole? 
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DON SANCHO (leaning heavily on the lever). 
This flagstone is 
Exceeding heavy. 


DONNA ROSE. 
\ It gives way! It swerves. 
[The stone begins to move. 


DON SANCHO. 
One effort more. Give’me a little help. 
[Ross throws all her weight on the bar. SANCHO 
pushes the stone back. The vault is uncov- 
ered. 


DONNA ROSE (clapping her hands). 
Well done! 


DON SANCHO (gazing into the dark vault). 
Ah, what a ghastly den! ’Tis thick 
With hideous fog. 
[THE Monk comes out slowly from the vault. 
He fixes his eyes by turns on DoN SANCHO 
and DonNA Rose. | 


DONNA ROSE. 
A living man! Why, yes! 
Tt is the monk, the old man whom we saw! 
What happiness is ours to have been there, 
And to have heard him! 


THE MONK. 
You have saved me, children. 
I swear the debt I owe I will repay. 
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CA ea i 
THE THREE PRIESTS 


Scoznet.—In italy. The top of a mountain. 
A hermit’s grotto. At the back, the en- 
trance, opening on the sky. 

On the ground in a corner, a straw mat. In 
the corner opposite, a little altar on which 
rests a death's head. Inahollow of the 
rock, a pitcher of water, a black loaf, a 
wooden dish on which are seen apples and 
chestnuts. A stone. here and there fora 
seat, a larger one for a table. Forests 
on the horizon. Precipices, slopes parched 
by the sun and crossed by ravines. In the 
distance, a torrent. Through the mist, 
the belfry of a monastery 


SCENE I 


FRANCIS DE PAULA alone. He is praying on 
his knees. He suddenly stops and rises. 
He listens. A confused noise of trumpets, 
horns, and barking is heard 


FRANCIS. 
What are those sounds I hear? It surely must 
Be an illusion. ’Tis the bell. [He listens.] 
No, ’tis 
Ahorn. A horn that sounds from rock to rock! 
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[He listens.| The torrent sometimes seems a 
host of voices 

Rent by the wind and mingling with the breeze 

That howls through forests. [Listening.] No; it 
is the chase. [ He looks outside. 

Oh! how the pack and whoop and trumpet blast 

Do scare the mystic groves, and, to the ken 

Of beast, man changes to a Gemon now. 

[Helistens. Thedinof the hunt becomes more 
and more distinct. 

A fearful scandal this! Since Dorothy 

And Simon first came here, the hermit shared 

His cavern with the wolf alone, on this 

Most hallowed waste, the Holy Father’s fief, 

Beneath the shelter of thick-spreading boughs; 

They leagued together in fraternal love, 

And man and nature were at peace. No one 

The right doth hold, though he be prince or 
king, ° 

To break the silence of these rugged woods 

With hounds and horns and shouts, intruding on 

A sacred mountain the tiara rules. 

[The barking ts further off. The clamor of 
the hunt 1s now close by, now at a dis- 
tance, ceases a moment, and then begins 
again. 

The right to do so is the Pope’s alone— 

A right he must not use, for he is but 

A hunter after souls, No, even men 

Stained with the vilest and most hideous crimes, 

Would shrink from bloodshed in this holy place, 

And from disturbing heaven’s winged creatures, 
who 


TORQUEMADA 197 


Are God’s own care. And yet some one has 
dared 

To do this wrong. Who can the caitiff be? 

[An aged monk, with staff in hand and feet 
covered with dust, appears at the entrance 
to the grotto. He wears a pilgrim’s mantle 
over a Dominican habit. It is TorRQuE- 
MADA. He stops at the threshold. His 
beard ts gray; that of FRANCIS DE PAULA 
white. 


SCENE II 
FRANCIS DE PAULA, TORQUEMADA 


TORQUEMADA, 
Hail! venerable father! 


FRANCIS. 
Brother, hail! 


TORQUEMADA. 
May I rest here a moment? 


FRANCIS. 
Brother, enter. 


TORQUEMADA. 
I have toiled on, consumed by heat and cold, 
And chilling fevers and the burning sun. 
O holy patriarch! the man who seeks 
The shelter of thy roof is all-unworthy! 
Ah! Iam very weary, and I say: 
Lamma sabacthani! God bless thee, priest! 
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FRANCIS. 
God bless thee, man. 


TORQUEMADA. 
I also am a priest. 


FRANCIS. 
Tis well. God be your guide. It is your right 
To tell or not to tell from whence you come 
And where you go; we all come from the dawn 
And all go to the grave. And what you are, 
My unknown brother, we are too. My son, 
Infinitude weighs over all alike, 
And mortals must all travel the same road. 
We kneel before the altar, but our feet 
Are at the tomb. 


TORQUEMADA. 
From out the Universe 
I come, and to the City go. I go 
To Rome. 


2 FRANCIS. 
To Rome? 


TORQUEMADA. 

Yes, I, so mean and vile, 
Have yet a work to do, for which the time 
Has come. I have, alone, and at a venture, 
With naked feet, set out, and forced my way 
Through snows and burning sands. My suit 

has reached 

The Holy See. I know Pope Alexander 
The Sixth. 


FRANCIS. 
What! our new Pope? 


s 
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TORQUEMADA. 
He is like me, 
A Spaniard. At Valencia we have known 
Each other well. His name is Borgia. 
But who art thou, O reverend priest, whom God 
Has guided to this lonely spot, content 
To dwell in this rude cell? What is thy name? 


FRANCIS. 
Francis de Paula. You are? 


TORQUEMADA. 
Torquemada. 
[He draws back reverently before the hermit. 
Francis de Paula! Saint! Thou art a prophet! 


FRANCIS. 

No. 
TORQUEMADA. 
But thou dost work miracles, O father! 

As it is said? 

FRANCIS. 

I see them, when the dawn 

Doth every morning silver all the streams, 
And when the giant sun comes forth to glad 
The little birds, and when in field and grove 
The all-embracing festival of Nature 
Is set for hungry mouths, and all the dark 
Bursts into life, and flowers unfold, and heaven 
Through all its azure vastness shines; but ’tis 
Not I who work this miracle, ’tis God. 


TORQUEMADA. 
O Father, Christ has brought us face to face! 
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Give ear unto the words of me, the seer, 

Thou who art the apostle. Hast thou not 

At times reflected on the thrice-crowned Pope, 
That whited sepulcher, and hast thou not 
Bethought thee that some obscure man might be 
The loyal priest before the pontiff false, 

And that while prostrate, as in duty bound, 
Before the haughty vicar crowned by chance, 
This pensive stranger bore within himself 

That church’s very soul whose diadem 

The other vainly wears? What wouldst thou say 
If such a chieftain of the faith, if such 

An unknown victor, in thy presence stood? 


FRANCIS. 


The Pope, the man of God, bears sway. Two 
Romes 
Do not exist. 


TORQUEMADA. 


No one is man of God 
If he be not the man of men. Such man 
Am I. Hell and its blackness lie in wait 
For all the universe. Iam the surgeon 
With blood-bespattered hands. Unruffled, calm, 
He saves, and yet seems horrible. So I, 
The dread of all, through pity terrible, 
But safe to realize my sacred aim, 
Rush into that abyss whose name is Love. 


FRANCIS. 


I do not understand you. Let us pray. 
[He kneels before the altar. 
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TORQUEMADA. 

One day, erstwhile, when I was young, and 
wore 

This robe but for a season, I beheld 

A globe in Santa Cruz de Segovia 

On which was traced the world with all its 
states, 

Its rivers, forests—all the earth, a heap 

Of empires, countries, boundaries, and towns; 

The snow-capped hills, and seas with islands 
strewn, 

And all the depths in which the human race 

Do fret and worry, swarming in the night. 

Thou knowest, father, every emperor, 

Be he or Christian or idolater, 

A globe holds in his hand. This vision I 

Have had before mine eyes: the universe, 

With all its zones and nations—Africa 

And Europe; India, where the dawn is born; 

And I have said, The point in question is 

How to become the master of it all; 

And I have said, The point in question is 

To rule all this for Jesus, who in dreams 

Hath often called on me for help. We must 

Take hold of earth and give it back to heaven. 

Yes, father, yes, this earthly sphere, with all 

Its cries and wars, its kingdoms and its din, 

Is mine—dost hear?—is mine! 


FRANCIS (rising and laying a finger on the 
death’s head). 


Behold my sphere! 
This relic of the fate that wrecks and fails, 
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The contemplation of this. dark enigma, 

The shadow that eternity casts o’er 

This thought-awakening nothingness, this skull 

That, like a reef, shoots from.the human gulf, 

Those teeth that hold the smile with which they 
gleamed 

At their first dawning, though the eyes have 
lost 

Their whilom light, this hideous mask we all 

Wear ’neath our brows, this specter that discerns 

That which is veiled from us, this fragment, 
taught 

The mysteries of the unknown bourn—ah! yes, 

To see below that frigid gaze my soul, 

My naked soul, and, thinking, musing thus, 

Grow old and feel that life is less and less, 

With these two dark, fixed holes for witnesses, 

To pray and meditate upon this dust, 

This nullity, this silence in the shade 

That listens to my prayers. Lo! all I have; 

It is enough for me. 


TORQUEMADA (aside). 
A lightning flash 
Darts through my soul while listening to his 
words. 

Once. Constantine—well worthy ruling he— 
Saw hover in the air the labarum. 

| Pointing to the death’s head. 
And I, like Constantine, behold that sign, 
And I like him shall conquer by it. Yes, 
This holy hermit shows my dazzled eyes 
The other form of faith, the other light 
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By which the Christian’s guided. Yes, I shall 

Hold fast my sphere, and from him shall take 
his, 

So that the shoal may mark where is the port, 

And death become life’s banner! 
[To FRANCIS DE Patuua.] Pray, give ear. 

Saint Dominick has wrongly understood 

The sense of fire, which is sublime, unless 

It be most infamous. To punish was 

His aim; mine is to save, to light anew 

The stakes that have been quenched. My 
meaning’ is 

Apparent to thee now? 


= 


FRANCIS. 
It is. 


TORQUEMADA. 
I wish 
To light on earth the countless, saving flames. 
O father, none before me has e’er dreamed 
Of better gift to man; and in my sleep 
My Jesus comes and says: ‘‘Goon! Go on! 
If thou dost reach the goal thou aimest at, 
That shall be warrant for thy deeds!’’ I go! 
[FRANCIS DE PauLa places on the big stone 
that serves as a table the loaf, the plate 
of chestnuts, and the pitcher of water. 


FRANCIS. 
There thou hast water, bread, and chestnuts. 
Drink 
To quench thy thirst, and eat to still thy hunger. 
As to thy plans, whose end I dimly see, 
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I pray that for thy sake God’s thunderbolts 

May strike thee dead, before a single stake 

Shall flame to heaven; ’twould be better far 

For thee, my son, and for the human race 

That thou shouldst die, ere thou hadst power to 
take 

One step in such a path! 


TORQUEMADA (aside). 
. How feeble grows 
The mind that lives alone! For this poor saint 
My purpose has no meaning. 


FRANCIS. 

Man was placed 
On earth to love all things, the brother, friend 
Of every creature. If he kill a worm, 
He must know why. God of the human soul 
Has made a sheltering wing that spreads itself 
O’er all creation. Man cannot decree 
The doom of anything that lives on earth, 
In air, or sea, or under verdant boughs. 
To men the liberty to toil; to birds 
The freedom of the grove; tovall be peace, 
But neither chain nor cage. If man becomes 
An executioner, God is a tyrant. 
The Gospel has the cross, the sword, the Koran. 
Let us transform all sorrow and all wrong 
Into a blessing on this dismal earth. 
Who smites may err; then let us never smite. 
Ah! son, the scaffold is a dreadful challenge. 
Leave death to God. What! Make the tomb 

your agent? 
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What arrogance! The child, the dove, the wo- 
man, 

The flower, the fruit, all’s sacred, all is blessed; 

And when by night or day I meditate, 

And from this lofty pinnacle pour out 

An all-embracing prayer into the depths, 

Within me stirs the boundless power of love. 

As for the Pope, my son, he is the Pope, 

And we must reverence him. The great law is 

To always pardon and to always hope, 

Never to doom to death a living creature, 

And if we see another’s fault, to make 

Atonement for that fault ourselves, to pray, 

Believe, adore—such is the law, my son, 

And itis mine. Who keeps that law is saved. 


TORQUEMADA. 


Thou savest but thyself, old man! But how 

About the others? Ah! the eternal loss 

Of souls, my father! Hvery moment sees 

The fatal plunge into the flames of hell, 

Into the horrors of the yawning gulf! 

All night and day the black abyss lies open. 

Ah! yes, thou sav’st thyself! What dost thou, 
though, 

To save thy brother man? In calm content 

Thou livest on thy apples and thy nuts, 

Another Anselm or Pacomus in 

The Lybian desert, and thou art no more 

The world’s debtor, and all things go well, 

And nothing horrible lurks round! For hell, 

And darkness, and the doom of souls accursed— 

What carest thou? Thou hast thy bed of straw 
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And cruse of water, and canst meditate, 

Alone!—alone! <A child might live such life, 

But not aman. There dwells, then, not in thee 

The awful, holy fatherhood of God! 

The human family which He created, 

Is it of no account? Why, we regard 

The welfare of an ox, we cure a dog! 

And man’s in peril! Thou are pitiless! 

Thou livest here beneath the vault of heaven, 

Far from the haunts of man, and dost not feel 

That by a thousand ties thou still art bound 

To man—to noxious, dreadful, impious man! 

Who in the cavern’s depths or on the heights 

Still drags with him through every place his 
woes 

From which distill his crimes! These spreading 
ills 

Come not near thee! What, then! the living 
pass 

Before thine eyes, and yet thou feelest not 

Thy shadow links thee to those phantoms dark! 

Ah, yes! indeed, thy hands are meekly crossed! 

And thou dost chant the Psalms, and go and 
come 

From cross to altar, from yon pile of stone 

To this small piece of wood! ’Tis isolation! 

When everything is tottering, crumbling, sink- 
ing,: 

Old man, thy duty is amid the throng! 

Yes, duty, rigorous, implacable, 

Whose biting sting is felt within the conscience, 

Doth tear thee from the cloister’s solitude, 

And ery: ‘‘Help, help! think of the human race! 
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Think of the multitude! Awake from sleep! 

On, on!’’—O God! must little children burn 

In endless pangs! Must women, aged men, 

Nay, all mankind sink in this howling Sodom! 

Haste! save these souls accursed, against their 
will, 

And force them to return to Paradise! 

Old man, it is for this we are on earth. 

Thy law is light; my law is mystery. 

Thou art but hope, and I salvation am. | 

IT am God’s helper. 

[for some time a man has been standing on 
the threshold of the entrance. He 1s also 
old and gray-bearded. He has a hunting- 
spear in his hand and a three-branched 
cross on his breast. He is dressed in a 
hunting suit of gold brocade, and wears 
a cap of gold with three circles of pearls. 
He has a horn at his belt. He has heard 
the last words of FRANCIS DE PAULA, and 
listened to those of ToRQUEMADA. He 
bursts out laughing. FRANCIS DE PAULA 
and TORQUEMADA turn round. 


SCENE III - 
‘The same. THE HUNTER 


THE HUNTER. 
Well! upon my faith, 
My lute-players could not amuse me more 
Than you have done, my children. I have been 
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A well-pleased listener. You’re a pair of fools. 

I left my dogs and nets and springes yonder, 

And said: I will climb up and havea look 

At this old fellow. So you see me here. 

You have diverted me. But, on the whole, 

Life would be very tiresome if it were 

What you have called it. 

[He advances, folds his arms, and looks them 

an the face. 

. God—if he exist, 

He’s silent—made a silly masterpiece 

When he made man. But in the gradual growth 

From worm to snake, from snake to dragon, and 

From dragon to the devil, there is grandeur. 
[He takes a step toward TORQUEMADA. 

I know thee, Torquemada. Get thee gone. 

Return into thy country. I received 

Thy suit. *Tis granted. Go, my son. Thine is 

A grand idea. It has made me laugh. 

Go back to Spain, and do all that thou wilt. 

The goods the Jews possess I grant my nephew. 

My son, you asked. why man is on the earth, 

And I shall give the reason in two words. 

What need to hide the truth? Life is enjoyment. 

My friends, I can see naught beyond this world, 

And in this world I see myself. For each 

A word shines through the different prisms. 

-For thee, 
The meaning of that word is prayer, for me 
Tis pleasure. ~ 


TORQUEMADA (gazing alternately at FRANCIS 
DE PauLA and THE HUNTER). 
Both are egotists alike. 
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THE HUNTER. 
Chance and the fitting moment worked the clay, 
And the amalgam’s man. Now, as, like you, 
Iam but matter merely, should I not 
A senseless dullard be to hesitate 
And play the sluggard when joy speeds so fast, 
Nor have delight of all, when all is fleeting? 
The chief concern of man is to be happy. 
Whatever men call crime or vice I take 
Into my service. Murder? an expedient. 
Incest? a prejudice. I honor conscience 
By bidding her a courteous good-by. 
Do you believe that, if my daughter’s fair, 
I would be shy in seeking for her love? 
Bah! I am not an idiot. I must live. 
Go ask the falcon, eagle, and the hawk 
If they know from what nest their prey has 

come. 

Because you wear a habit black or white, 
You think you’re forced to be absurd and timid, 
And lower your eyes before the boundless bliss 
The giddy universe spreads out before you. 
Let us be wise and profit by the time. 
Beyond death there is naught, let us live well! 
The ballroom crumbles and becomes a tomb. 
The sage’s soul trips dancing to the grave. 
Serve up my banquet. If to-day there’s need 
To season some one else’s feast with poison, 
Let it be done. Why should the death of others 
Disturb me? Ihave life. I ama vast 
Insatiate rabid hunger, and the world 
Is in my eyes the fruit to be devoured. 
O death, I will forget that thou art real. 
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I do not krow Thee, God. While I’m alive, 
I make haste to be happy; when I’m dead, 
I simply disappear. 


FRANCIS (to TORQUEMADA). 
I pray you say 
Who is this bandit? 


TORQUEMADA. 
Father, ’tis the Pope. 


-TORQUEMADA | 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA: 


TORQUEMADA. 

Don SANCHO. 

Donna ROSE. 

THE MARQUIS DE FKUENTEL. 
Kina FERDINAND. 

QUEEN ISABELLA. 

GUCHO. 

THE BisHoP OF URGEL. 
THE KiInG’s CHAPLAIN. 
Moszs Bren Hasis, Grand Rabbi. 
THE DUKE D’ALAVA. 

AN USHER. 


Soldiers, Pages, Monks, Jews. Black and 
white penitents. 


TORQUEMADA 


es Culamed 


ScENE.—The royal patio, called ‘‘Condes- 
reyes,’ wn the convent-palace of Llana 
at Burgos. A square court surrounded 
by a galiery with trilobate arcades. One 
of the sides of this gallery in front of the 
theater. The court has two great public 
gates, facing each other and opening on 
the city beyond. The gallery in the fore- 
ground abuts, on the left, on a folding- 
door, closed and raised above a flight of 
three steps. On the right, it communi- 
cates with an outer porch which ts a kind 
of lodge. Near this outer porch, on a 
dais, is a high iron chair, blazoned and 
crowned with a pinnacle, above which ts 
placed a sword, the point unsupported. 
In the outer porch are seen two priests, 
motionless, who seem charged with the 
care of a chest placed on the floor 


SCENE I 


Don SancHo, THE MARQUIS DE FUENTEL, 
then GucHo. Don SANcHO ws dressed in 
cloth of gold. He has a sword at his side 

(2138) 


214 DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


DON SANCHO. 
But surely ’tis a dream! 


THE MARQUIS. 
No, it is real. 


DON SANCHO. 
_ Iam a prince! 

THE MARQUIS. 
Count King of Burgos. 


DON SANCHO. 
I! 
THE MARQUIS. 
Except our sovereign lord, Don Ferdinand, 
You hold the highest rank throughout this 
province. 
[He kisses the hand of Don SANcuHo. 
The world is yours, for you have happiness 
And greatness. 
DON SANCHO. 
Yes! for Rose will be my bride! 


THE MARQUIS. 
Within an hour. They’re putting on her crown. 
The chapel’s almost fitted up, and prayers ~ 
Have been begun. The Bishop of Urgel 
Will celebrate the marriage. I arrange 
The ceremony. So the King has ordered. 


DON SANCHO. 
You, our good genius! 


THE MARQUIS. 
Donna Rose awaits 
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Your presence in this cloister, while the altar 
Is being lighted. I, Gil de Fuentel, 
Will open for you yonder door, so that 
Your Highness may, as custom bids, seek out 
Your future bride, and lead her here to pay 
The homage which is due your suzerain, 
And thank him for his grace. Before your mar- 

riage 

The King would speak to you. Such is his wish. 
He will be in that gallery. 


DON SANCHO. 


I would 
Prefer to go to church. 


THE MARQUIS. 
You must obey. 

The King, my lord, will simply say these words: 
‘*T give consent.’? Besides, it is a custom 
Come down from elder time, because your crown 
Of his is vassal. 

DON SANCHO. 

Be it so. 


THE MARQUIS. 
You must 
Conform to legal usage. 


DON SANCHO. 
So, my father— 


THE MARQUIS. 
Was Jorge, the Infante of Burgos. 


DON SANCHO. 
His father was— 
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THE MARQUIS (aside). 
Myself! 


DON SANCHO. 
The King, from whom 
The Infante sprung. 


THE MARQUIS. 
A long and prosperous reign 
Awaits your Highness. Let my counsels shape 
Your course. 
DON SANCHO. 
I yield blindfolded to your guidance. 
I know not why it is: I think you love me. 
And still, it is not long since first we met. 
One day you brought an order—how we feared 
you!— 
To Rose and me to leave that convent old, 
And come in presence of our lord. When we 
Reached here, I was afraid. It almost looked 
As if we were some captured prey. But now 
We are allowed to marry, and with joy 
My heart is filled. And, when by you, I feel 
My happiness secure. 


THE MARQUIS. 

Depend on me. 
That happiness is my sole care, and I 
To God intrust your sacred head. If you 
Lay dying on.a bed of torturing pain, 
And if, as happened to the Count de Retz, 
You needed for your safety draughts of blood 
What bliss were mine to open all my veins, 
That while I died you might be born again 


’ 
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Of mine own life—my prince, my king, my lord! 

[As¢de.] My child! 

[Hunter GucHo. He hears the last words of 
THE MARQUIS. 


GUCHO (aside, observing THE MARQUIS). 
How kind he looks!—triumphant too! 

Some mystery here! But bah! why should I 
care? 

I’m placed too far beyond the sphere of man 

EK’en to be curious about such things. 

And though by motion of this little finger 

I might prevent all ill, achieve all good, 

I would not wag it. No, my business is 

To be a creeping thing, a looker-on— 

And to be valueless. 

[Enter a company of soldiers of the African 
guard of the King of Castile, having at 
their head THE DuxKE or ALAVA, their 
captain. 


THE MARQUIS (to DON SANCHO). 
The King, my lord, 

Will in a moment ’neath that peristyle 

Receive your Highness. 

[He mounts the steps of the perron, and throws 
back the leaves of the folding-door opening 
on the entervor of the convent-palace. He 
makes a sign to Don Sancuo to follow him. 

Enter, prince. 

[ He sees the soldiers, and points them out to 

Don SANCHO. 


This guard 
Is there to do you honor. 
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[He continues his discourse with Don SANCHO 

while the latter 1s mounting the steps. 
When you hear 

The trumpets sound, your Highness shall con- 
duct 

The Countess to the King, and both shall kneel. 

[He casts a look beyond the gallery. 

Ah, ’tis the King. 

[Don SancHo enters through the folding-door, 
and after him THE MARQUIS DE FUENTEL. 
The door closes on them. Enter THE KING, 
followed by his chaplain. 


SCENE II 


THE Kine, GucHo, THE DUKE oF ALAVA, 
a chaplain of the King 


THE KING (to THE DUKE). 
Here, Duke. 

[THE DUKE approaches THE KING. 
, When from my neck 

I take this collar off, and on his neck 
I place it— 
ca THE DUKE. 

Sire, I hear. 


THE KING (looking on the company of guards). 
They’re there. ’Tis well. 
[Yo Tue DuKE.] When you shall hear me say: 
**T dub thee knight, 
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Now thou art King. God have thee in His 
keeping!”’ 

Then, Duke, behind him you shall draw your 
sword, 

And you shall kill him. 


THE DUKE. 
Sire, it is enough. 


GucHO (aside, pressing his two baubles to his 

heart). 

My dolls are in more safety than are men. 

[Tue CHAPLAIN leans toward the ear of THE 
Kine, and points to the chest guarded by 
the two Priests standing under the outer 
porch. 


CHAPLAIN (in a low voice to THE KING). 
The robes of serge are here, and all prepared, 
According to your Majesty’s command. 


THE KING. 
I do not think they will be needed; still 
[Pointing to the outer porch. 

Remain beneath the vault. 

[THE CHAPLAIN joins the two Priests under 
the outer porch. THE Kine turns to the 
Captain of the guards. 

You, Duke, stay there. 

[Aside.] In either case I will have nigh at 
hand 

The means of compassing the issue which 

I deem most suitable. 

[The folding-door opens, giving entrance to 
THE MARQUIS DE FUENTEL, and then 
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closes again. THE Kine has remarked 
the tron chair, and has begun to gaze 
earnestly at it. 


SCENE III 
The same, THE MARQUIS 


THE MARQUIS (astde). 
Within an hour 
He shall be married—my young prince and 
count. 

Each moment that glides past is but a round 
By which he mounts from out the depths of 
night 

Toward the radiant dawn. Another step 
And he is happy, powerful, august! : 
Oh, what a gleam of light this sinless child 
Has shed upon a grandsire’s infamy! 
And I can weep to think this shrunken soul, 
So vile and dark, has still within itself 
A something that expands, O merciful God, 
Beneath thy gracious power! 
[He dries his eyes. 


THE KING (turning round). 
Ah, you are here! 
THE MARQUIS (bowing). 
My liege— ~ 
THE KING. 
I shall be highly pleased to hold 
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Some converse with you, Marquis. © 
| He points to the old tron chair. 
What’s this chair? 
And why the sword above it? 


THE MARQUIS. 
Please your grace, 
That is the throne on which Don Garcia sat, 
Your ancestor. The sword is placed above, 
To symbolize a kingly attribute. 


THE KING. 
Tis right. In this my realm I am the source 
Of life and death. 


GaucHo (to THE KING). 
But there are two of you! 
[For some moments a procession has been de- 
bouching through the door on the right 
into the square court, and moving to- 
ward the door on the left. It consists 
of two files of penitents—one black, the 
other white. They march parallel to each 
other, with slow steps, ther cowls hiding 
their faces. The cowls of the black peni- 
tents are white, those of the white penr- 
tents black. The cowls have holes for the 
eyes. At the head of the two files, a black 
penitent with black cowl bears a black 
banner, on which is seen a death’s head 
above two bones in the form of a cross. 
The death’s head is white as well as the 
two cross bones. The procession moves 
across the back of the theater with slow 
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steps and in silence. GucHo points out 
the banner to THE KING. 


THE KING (to GUCHO). 
You speak the truth! That abject monk! 


GUCHO. 
Agreed. 
He’s abject, but he’s great. When Torquemada 
Presents himself, all tremble, even you. 


THE MARQUIS. 
That banner seems to bring with it the smell 
Of smoking flesh, the odor of the stake. 


THE KING. 
Where go they, Marquis? 


GUCHO. 

In pursuit of those 
Who shall be burned on the public square. 
You are, mayhap, a simple citizen. 
Straightway, without an inkling of the reason, 
You find yourself enmeshed in some dark plot; 
Or you have said one day a silly word 
By your fireside, without a thought of harm; 
Scarce has that fatal word escaped your lips, 
When it takes flight toward the Holy Office, 
And sinks into that dismal ear which lies 
Uncovered in the night. Then issues forth 
From out a cloister crowned by gloomy domes 
Yon bannersheading its two rows of phantoms, 
And the procession slowly marches on. 
No obstacle arrests its course. It moves 
Across.or through the things and men it meets, 
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And when it shows itself all take to flight, 

Or fall upon the earth, for they behold 

The dread familiars of the Inquisition: 

They know that vision is a hand that goes 

To clutch some victim sitting by his hearth. 

So, in this guise, it moves through all the city, 

[Pointing to the banner and the two files of 
cowled men passing at the back of the 
court of honor. 

Just as you see it now—by day or night. 

It goes straight to its aim, mute, terrible, 

Without or cry or chant. You’re in your house, 

Perhaps you have sat down at table, or, 

With laugh and innocent chatter, pluck the 
flowers 

Your garden bears, or kiss your children, when 

That death’s head comes upon you in the shade. 

What numbers have been burned-—a countless 
host! 

Whoever sees that standard march toward him 

Is hopeless and undone. 

| The procession and banner disappear through 
the great door of the court opposite that 
by which they have entered. 


THE MARQUIS (77 a low voice to THE KING). 


The clergy are 
Too highly favored by their prince. What then! 
This Torquemada dares to hold at Rome 
A secret council, parleys with the Pope, 
Brings back a bull, and lo! this is enough 
To throw the King into the shade! And so 
His power resplendent, gladdening every eye, 
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Sinks into blackness! Sire, this monk usurps. 
He has in some few years his sordid head 
Placed on a level with the crowns of kings. 
[THE Kine seems distracted, and not to pay 

any attention to the words of THE Mar- 

QUIS, who says in a low voice to GUCHO: 
He does not listen. 


GucHo (in a low tone to THE MARQUIS). 
’Tis because his mind 

Is taken up with something else. 

[THE Kina raises his head. Ata sign from 
him all the persons present fall back. He 
beckons to THE Marguis to approach. 
He leads him to the front of the stage, so 
that no one can hear what he is about to 
say. GucHO ts watching them. 


THE KING (to THE MARQUIS). 
I have 
On ali occasions followed your advice, 
And it has been my gain, for there are none 
Whose council, Marquis, I prefer to yours. 
I wish, then, to consult you on a matter 
That must be settled quickly, even here. 
[THe KING perceives GucHO, who has re- 
mained behind the dais of the iron 
throne. At a gesture from THE Kina, 
GuUCHO goes off. 


GuCHO (aside, looking at Tur Kine and THe 
MARQUIS). 
Young tiger and old cat! What’s happening 
now? 
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SCENE IV 


THE Kine, THE MaraQuis 7n front of the stage. 
The other bystanders at the back, beyond 
reach of their voices 


THE KING. 
I know how prudent all your counsel is, 
And it shall be my guide. 


THE MARQUIS (as?de). 
And I know too 
What all this signifies. Your Highness will 
Precisely do the very opposite 
Of what I may advise. 


THE KING. 
Are you content 
With matters as they stand in Europe now? 
Do you, so subtle an intriguer, see 
Aught that is likely to hold stable there? 


THE MARQUIS. 
A dike. That dike is you. Alone you stand 
Erect. All else goes down before the power 
Of ever-growing France. Yet, sire, you are 
On one point vulnerable, on Navarre; 
For there your frontier’s open. But you have, 
Of your own wondrous wisdom, seen the ill 
And found the cure long ere we thought of it, 
And taken Sancho from the cardinal, 
That poor old kinglet of Orthez, and now 
H VOL. 22 
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The scale leans to your Highness’ side at last. 
You have the power, Don Sancho has the right. 
The colossus you are, the lever he. 

You hold him, like an eagle that has seized 

An eaglet in his talons. He alone 

Of all on earth is needful to your power. 

While he’s alive, France will be held in check. 


THE KING. 
He needful to me!—he, and he alone! 


THE MARQUIS. 
With Donna Rose. 


THE KING. 
So then you think I ought 
To let Don Sancho live? 


THE MARQUIS. 
Most surely, yes. 


THE KING. 
Well, in a moment, when yon door is opened, 
You’!l see Don Sancho slain. 
[Movement of astonishment and terror by 
THE MaRQuIis. ‘ 
Rose pleases me. 
Never did mirth and modesty combine 
In loftier soul, and never maid did wed 
Such charming voice to such a flashing eye; 
She has so cruel and so sweet an air; 
Her little feet this hand of mine could hold; 
She trembles at a word, and thereby gives 
A heightened loveliness to all her charms. 
Now since she has enraptured me, the King, 
Don Sancho’s one too many. 
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THE MARQUIS. 
Sire, you’re right. 


THE KING. 


Ah! well I know state-reasons bid the King 

Withstand his lusts. What course then should 
I take? 

This has not been a sudden whim of mine. 

One wavers while a fire is waxing strong. 

Think you I have not struggled? I have said 

To my own self, for in myself this strife 

Had to be waged with tiresome stubbornnness: 

“The devil! she is pretty!—yes, but still 

To me this marriage would be a great gain. 

I need Navarre. Without Navarre:I have 

‘No frontier.’’—Love, keep quiet, I beseech !— 

But then her eyes! her velvet skin! her grace! 

‘‘Hold, King! Wilt for a passing petticoat 

Lose in one day the fruit of ten years’ battles? 

Direct thy gaze beyond the mountains there, 

And see thyself the King of France’s mock. 

Suppose we marry Rose and Sancho, then, 

The Durance and the Adour both are ours, 

Our frontiers are arranged; so let us act 

As every skilled, exalted statesman should. 

Let them be wedded!’’—No! what yoke is mine! 

To see her pass into another’s arms!-— 

No, never that! Perish my rival rather! 

She is my prey. Am I aslave, and are 

My scepters tyrants? Must I mutilate 

This heart of mine, and tear out every fiber, 

Because a ravble rout of royal spies, 

Who dwell upon the Seine, the Tiber, Rhine, 
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Are watching for the hour distraught ambition 
Is off its guard? It is a grievous thing 

- To be a mighty king. The heart requires 
Some compensation. I lament the fate 

That forces me to have Don Sancho killed, 
And killed here in his home, among his people; 
But we’re not on this earth to bore ourselves. 
Am I in fault because this girl is fair? 


THE MARQUIS. 
’Tis really not your fault. 


THE KING. 
I’m tired to death 
Of Isabel. I need another woman. 
In short, I surely have the right to love. 


THE MARQUIS. 
The lion has the right to hunt for prey 
When he is hungry. 


THE KING. 
List! I love and hate. 

I seem to see their childhood spent together, 
That cloister’s privacy, the grass and furze, 
His daring and her grace, the shaded groves, 
The kisses which this saucy fellow took! 
This Sancho!—Ah! I’m jealous, and would fain 
Be rid of him! I like to count the throbs 
Of somber hatred in my wrathful heart, 
And in my very hair would wish to feel 
The fiery pulsings. It is good to hate, 
To hold your enemy until you crush 
And trample on him; ah! what savage joy! 
I am the abyss rejoicing to engulf 
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This halcyon. I feel a tremulous force 

Within me for destruction. Woe to him 

Would try to change my course! No check 
avails. 

T hold Don Sancho, and will have revenge! 

Revenge for what? , Revenge because he’s loved, 

Because he’s fair. J, who am dark and close, 

Have in my soul a hundred storms that rush 

From adverse quarters. Murder is my friend, 

And Cains my brethren are, and while I look 

With grave and glacial and half-sleeping eyes, 

I feel the fell desires that fill my soul, 

As the volcano, cold beneath its snows, 

Feels that its lava mounts toward its mouth 

In waves of blackness. He that would attempt 

To calm my soul would make me rage the more. 

Attempt to still me, and you drive me mad. 

Yes, Marquis, I would shatter God Himself !— 

Two means exist by which I can get rid 

Of the Infante. 


THE MARQUIS (aszde). 
Two! 


THE KING. 

- One sad, the cloister; 
The other quick and sharp, the grave. Oh, yes, 
The cloister’s well. The tomb is better still. 
It hears no sound within its safe abyss. 
The cloister may be dumb. The tomb is deaf, 
And hast his precious feature: none can leave it. 
The cloister is an abject circle traced 
By a grim compass. In it those who live 
Turn round forever. In this fashion Sancho 
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Would see his fair locks change to white, and, 
pale, 

Would grow to age, the gloomy temple’s captive. 

I have the choice.—I much prefer his death— 

What do you think? 


THE MARQUIS. 
You’re right. - 
THE KING. 
Kh! 


THE MARQUIS. 
Let him die. 


THE KING (aside). 
Why, who has whispered to me that he was 
The father of Don Sancho? ’Tis not true! 


THE MARQUIS. 
I think as you do. 


THE KING (asvde). 
Oh, the lies that reach 
The ears of kings! 


THE MARQUIS (watching him). 
Your purpose proves your wisdom. 


THE KING. 
Then you advise his death. 


THE MARQUIS. 
Yes, sire, I do. 


THE KING (aside). 
This is suspicious. He affirmed just now 
That I had need of Sancho, and his life 
Was bound up with the welfare of my state. — 


oh 
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With Sancho dead, I have no longer claim 

Upon Navarre. The Empire blocks the way 

In one direction, and France in the other. 
[Watching Tur Margtis closely. 

Where does this traitor wish to urge me on? 

He has some scheme in hand. [Aloud.] It 

would be nice 

To eat up Sancho all at once; but then 

What if I nibbled at him? While he is 

Within the cloister, he is near my teeth. 

Suppose I kept him there to see him pine 

And peak and grow more stupid every day? 

A slow revenge gives a voluptuous joy. 

What thinkest thou? 


THE MARQUIS. 
Why choose a tortuous path? 

No, sire, go straight toward the goal. Strike, 

kill! 

THE KING (aside). 

The knave! ‘Till now his every word was all 
In favor of Don Sancho.—He forgets, 
[Watching THE Marguis, who is watching 

him. 
But ITremember. Ah, the two-faced rogue! 
But on his face I see a sudden gleam! 
Why does he press me where my hatred leads? 
How devilisb quick he changed his views for 

mine! 
[Aloud to THE Marguis.] But blood— 


THE MARQUIS. 
The bloody kings have always had 
The most devoted servants. Kill! 
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THE KING (aside). 
He is 
A secret hireling of the King of France. 
The scoundrel! 

[Aloud.] But you lately used these words: 
‘‘Don Sancho is your hope. You need his aid. 
Peace is assured along the Pyrenees 
While he is living.”’ 

THE MARQUIS. 
Sire, | was deceived. 
You’re great, and have no need of any man; 
No, not of God even. Kill! 


THE KING. 
You are sincere. 

I feel it; but reflect. That set of beggars, 
The people, take offense at those expedients 
Which policy dictates. The mob is stirred 
To pity from slight cause. It takes to heart 
A gash or two in some one’s breast, and if 
He is a handsome lad, it cries aloud. 
Put me in prison, I am soon forgot, 
But men weep round my bier. We should mis- 

trust 
The use of too harsh methods, my good friend. 
Don Sancho’s young, and tragedies suit not 
The public taste; while many worthy folk 
Would thank me for my clemency, if I 
Should walk him in a convent. Clemency! 
So beautiful a virtue! Let his home 
Be in a cloister. Can he fly? Oh, no! 


_ THE MARQUIS. 
The grave would guard him closer. 
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THE KING. 
But a murder— 


THE MARQUIS (pointing to the palace). 
*Tis no unwonted guest within these walls. 


THE KING (aszde). 
Ha, traitor! 
[ Aloud.| Then, what is your final word, 
Good Marquis? 


THE MARQUIS. 
Kill! [Flourish of trumpets. 
The trumpets! Here they come! 
[The folding-doors of the convent-palace open. 
Don SancHo and DoNNA ROSE appear on 
the perron. holding each other’s hand. 
Donna Ross in a robe of silver lace with 
a crown of pearls on her head. Don 
SancHo with the cap of a count adorned 
with an argrette composed of plumes and 
precious stones. On the right of the 
couple 7s THE BISHOP OF URGEL, a miter 
on his head. Behind them, ladies, lords, 
priests in embroidered copes. 


SCENE V 
The same. Don SancHo, Donna Ross, THE 
. BIisHOP OF URGEL 


THE BISHOP. 
King Ferdinand, this man, Don Sancho, weds 
This maiden, Donna Rose, and both are sprung 


Vas 
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From Gothic kings—she, Lady of Orthez; 

He, Count of Burgos. Sire, if ‘tis your will 

That I should marry them, I shall proceed. 

Don Sancho with his bride, led by the priest, 

Will kneel before you, sire, and pledge his faith, 

For he is count and you are his liege lord. 

[Don SancHo and Donna Rose descend, ad- 
vance toward THe Kine and kneel. Tur 
DuxkE or AtAVA takes a step forward. 
THE Marguis watches him breathless. 


DON SANCHO, 
My lordships, sire, I lay down at your feet. 


THE KING (looking earnestly at Tun BisHop). 
What is this madness, bishop? dost thou wed 
A monk and nun? ' 


THE BISHOP. 
My liege !— 


THE KING. 
Art thou aware 
That they have taken vows? And dost thou dare 
To consummate this horrid sacrilege? 


THE BISHOP. 
Your Grace !— 


~ 


THE KING. 
‘*. A frock for him! a veil for her! 
[The chaplaw and the priests tssue from the 
outer porch. One of the priests holds a 
black veil in his hands, the other a robe 
of serge. The latter throws the frock 
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over Don SANCHO; the former the veil 
over Donna Rose. The face of Don 
SANCHO disappears under the cowl, that 
of DoNNA RosE under thes veil. The 
soldiers surround them. One of them 
snatches his sword from DON SANCHO. 
THE Kine makes a furious gesture. 
Away with both! Hach to a convent! 


DON SANCHO (struggling under the cowl). 
King! 
THE KING (to the priests). 
You’ll answer to me for that man. 


THE MARQUIS (breathing again). 
Alive! 
[The priests and soldiers lead off DON SANCHO 
and DONNA Ross in different directions. 


THE KING (to THE MARQUIS 77 a low voice). 


T’ll have her back. For sometimes, after all, 
A woman leaves a cloister. 


THE MARQUIS (aszde). 
And a man! 
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ACLs 


Scenz.—A hall of the old Moorish palace im 


Seville. This palace looks on the Tablada 
on which the Quemadero was placed. It 
is the Hall of the Council (del Consejo). 
At the back a gallery with Moorish col- 
umns opening on the exterior and closed 
by a vast curtain. On the left a long 
table, at the two extremities of whith are 
placed two high armchairs surmounted 
by royal crowns. They are of the same 
height, and face each other. On the same 
side, in the tapestry, a secret door, low 
and narrow, communicating with a pri- 
vate staircase. On the opposite side, on 
the right, in a corner of the wall meeting 
the gallery at the back, large folding-doors 
above a flight of three steps. The table is 
covered with tapestry, embroidered with 
the arms of Castile and Aragon. In the 
middle of the table, on a large silver dish, 
are placed in rows thirty piles of gold 
crowns, high and thick, forming a square 
im the center of the dish. On the table a 
stlver-gilt inkstand, parchment, vellum, 
wax, secs. Gilt and colored pens in the 
orifices of the inkstand. Near the table a 
sideboard with drawers 
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> SCENE I 


THE MARQUIS DE FUENTEL, Moses BEN HABIB, 
Grand Rabbit. Both enter through the se- 
cret door 


THE MARQUIS. 

There’s need of gold. Be lavish of your gold. 
[THE GRAND Raps points to the dish loaded 

with crowns in the middle of the table. 

THE Margulis examines the heap of gold. 
Good. | 

THE RABBI. 
Thirty piles of gold, and every pile 

Contains a thousand crowns. 


THE MARQUIS. 
A first-rate plan. 


THE RABBI. 
The Queen is greedy. 


THE MARQUIS. 
And the King is thriftless. 

Truth lodges at the bottom of a well; 
Intrigue in golden mines. By dint of presents 
The leave to live may be won from the great. 
To ’scape a master or a cozening judge, 
Or prince or priest, a poor man must be rich. 
All kings are beggars, and require that alms 
Be given without stint, 
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[To THE Rapsi.] Away! Descend, 
The little staircase, Jew. The King is near. 


TS 


THE RABBI. 


Your goodness Iimplore, my lord. There still 
Is time to save the Jewish people? 


THE MARQUIS. : 
Yes. 
The peril’s urgent. [Dismissing him.|] Go! 


THE RABBI.. 
I count on you. 


THE MARQUIS. 
Nay, count upon thy gold. 


THE RABBI. 
Shall we be let, 
A hopeless, weeping crowd, prostrate ourselves 
Before the King and Queen? 


THE MARQUIS. 
Yes; be it so. 
But, for the moment, go. 


THE RABBI. 
Oh, day of wrath! 
A hundred aged Jews, unless the King 
Be our protector, must be burned alive 
Here, even in this city of Seville; 
And all the rest, alas! must exiles be. 


THE MARQUIS (sad and thoughtful). 
Yes; all’s prepared for that auto-da-fe 
That has been long proclaimed, 
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THE RABBI. 
Pray, is it true 


The King this evening leaves? 


THE MARQUIS. 
Yes, for one day; 
To-morrow he returns. Our oldest law, 
The charter of King Tulgas, sets apart 
The morrow of an execution as 
A day the King and Queen must spend in prayer 
Within the convent of Triana. 


THE RABBI. 
Ah! 
No need to offer prayers to save the dead, 
If they who pray were not their slayers. Try 
To save us, lord. 
THE MARQUIS. 
Speak low, and get thee gone. 
[THe Grand Rappt bows to the ground, and 
leaves through the door in the tapestry, 
which closes on him. 


THE MARQUIS (gazing on the door by which he 
has left, aside). 

’Tis not thy Jewish hide or people’s woe 

That stimulates my anguish and my zeal, 

And drives me to risk all. Alas! whene’er 

I hear the hideous funeral knell that’s tolled 

For the auto-da-fe, I shrink with dread. 

Don Sancho’s in a convent, and declines 

To be a monk, is stubborn and unyielding. 

He may be flung at any moment on 


\ 
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The flaming stake. I tremble for him. Ah, 

Thou frightful cloister, he must leave thee! How? 

[The great door at the back opens. Enter THE 
Kine. Gucuo followshim. The two leaves 
fall back. Tue Kine tn the full costume 
of Alcantara, with the sinople cross embrot- 
dered in emeralds on the mantle. He has 
acap of green velvet, without plume, en- 
circled with aroyal crown. GUCHO squats 
behind one of the armchairs. 


SCENE IIT 


THE Marguis, THE Kine, GucHo. THE KING 
seems to see nothing. He appears to 
be deeply preoccupied 


THE KING (aside). 
No need to hurry matters. Better wait. 


THE MARQUIS (to THE KING, making a rev- 
erence). 
A great disaster will occur to day, 
Unless the King prevent. 
[THE KiNG raises his head. THE Marquis 
points toward the outside of the palace 
hidden by the great curtain of the gallery 
at the baek. 
On yonder square 
A great auto-da-fe takes place in which 
A multitude are to be burned alive. 
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There is an edict also which expels 
The Jews, a loyal people whom a monk 
Deprives your Highness of. 


THE KING. 
A horde we chase, 
A crackling stake. Is this thy great disaster? 
| He perceives the dish laden with money on 
the table. 
Whence comes this gold? 
[To THE MarRQuis.] From whom? 


THE MARQUIS. 
The Jews. 


THE KING. 
How much? 
THE MARQUIS. 

The sum amounts to thirty thousand crowns; 
It is an offering made in the name 
Of thirty cities. 

THE KING. 

Well, what do they ask? 


THE MARQUIS. 
That they be left in quiet. 


THE KING. 
It is much. 
I cannot leave in quiet those who still 
Continue to be Jews. 


THE MARQUIS. 
My gracious lord, 
Deign to accept this gold a people lays 
In fealty at your feet and at your queen’s. 
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They humbly ask their sovereign to forbid 
The burning of a hundred of their race. 


THE KING. 
*Tis much. 
THE MARQUIS. 
A hundred? 


THE KING. 
No. ’Tis much to ask 
That I forbid an auto-da-fe. There is 
My wife who preaches at me; and there is 
The Pope. Both are relentless, and I must 
Allow them burn some persons now and then, 
Else I should have no peace. Whatis the news? 


THE MARQUIS. 


Oh, nothing of importance. Stakes are lit 
In Cordova, Tudela, Saragossa. 


THE KING. 
And nothing further? 


THE MARQUIS. 


Yes. Count Requesens 

One day, when he was drunk, swore by the saints; 
His coronet, my liege, did not avail 
To save him from the stake in his own town, 
Girone. As no lackey had denounced 
This nobleman accused of blasphemy, 
His household was held guilty, and atoned 
By fire and torture for their master’s crime. 
His very fool was burned. 

|GucHo leaps up as if startled in his sleep. 
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GUCHO (aside). 
Ill turn at once 
Familiar of the Inquisition! Why, 
The devil take me if I don’t begin 
My work upon the spot. Zounds! burned alive! 
A plague upon me, if that’s what I want! 


THE KING (looking at the heap of gold). 


The issue of a bleeding of the Jews; 
The race seems made of gold. 


GUCHO (aside). 
I am content 
To be a looker-on while others roast. 


‘THE MARQUIS (to THE KING). 
The Hebrews— 
THE KING. 
Call them Jews! 


THE MARQUIS. 
The Jews, my liege, 

A numerous, hard-working people, ask, 
Prostrate before the King, that he allow them 
To live in Spain, nor view with angry eyes 
The humble slaves that grovel at his feet. 
They ask in fine, my liege, that you revoke 
The edict which exiles them. 


THE KING. 
After that, 
What do they want? 


THE MARQUIS. 
To die upon the soil 


“hg 
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Whereon their fathers died, and to remain 
In their own country, sire; and I present 
Their ransom. Take it. 


THE KING. 

If the Queen consent, 

I will consent. Go beg her to come here. 

[At a sign from THE KING, GuCHO goes to the 
door at the back, and opens it. An officer 
of the palace appears at the entrance. 
GucHo speaks to him in a low voice. The 
officer bows and retires. The door closes. 
Gucuo returns to his former position. 


THE MARQUIS. 
The Jews will pass their lives in prayer for you. 


THE KING. 
It is their money, not their prayers, I want. 
Their prayers insult me. 


THE MARQUIS. 
; Gracious King, your fathers 
Liked to reign over them. The Jews exiled, 
There is a people less within your realm. 


THE KING (tmperzously). 
Enough of this. Much care I for a people! 
A girl concerns me more. Since I have shut 
That grate between myself and her, I can 
No longer sleep. She haunts me in my dreams, 
‘Ah, pshaw! you talk to me of politics, 
While I love Rose more madly every day. 
My thoughts are all of love. And, by the way, 
Has Sancho yet become a monk? 
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THE MARQUIS. 
Oh, no. 


THE KING. 


If he refuse, the scaffold is at hand. 

I’ve placed them in two convents in this city, 
To have them both within my reach. The girl 
Is guarded closely in the Assumption Cloister; 
The bars of San Antonio hold the boy. 

’T was there my ancestor, Don James the Red, 
Imprisoned on a time his rebel son. 

Don Sancho shall be priest; [’ll have the maid, 
I will recapture Rose. 


THE MARQUIS. 
And the new edict 
Concerning convents? 


THE KING (astonished). 
Hdict?— 


THE MARQUIS. 
He’s declared 
A felon, traitor, scoffer of his God, 
A parricade accursed, who dares to force 
The cloister’s sacred doors, or lay a hand 
On aught they shelter, though he were yourself. 


THE KING (gazing fixedly on THE MARQUIS). 
I enter everywhere, and everywhere | 

Iam the King. The moment is at hand 

When I shall seize Don Sancho. Though I am 
Long suffering, I gain my end at last. 

Rose shall be mine. 
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THE MARQUIS. 
Ah! but you’ll have to deal— 


THE KING. 
To deal with whom? 


THE MARQUIS. 
But— 


THE KING. 
Speak. 


THE MARQUIS. 
With Torquemada. 


THE KING. 
What! I, the King! 


THE MARQUIS. 
And he the inquisitor! 


THE KING. 
Ah, pshaw! 


THE MARQUIS. 


My liege, in him the Church exists. 
‘If he grow wrathful— 


THE KING. 
Well? 


THE MARQUIS. 
pues The Church lays hold 
Of everything with ease, but does not loose 
Her grasp with equal readiness, He is 
Inquisitor. His office is to see 
That convents have their full supply. Nor nun 
Nor monk can fraud or force teary from his hands! 
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He prowls around the cloisters, shows his teeth, 
And bites all who approach the tender lambs 
This tawny wolf has under watch and ward. 
The king who braves the priest, sire, is not wise. 
Your path, my liege, is barred by Torquemada. 
He checks your course, and all your wrath is 
vain. 
THE KING. 


He is a man and easy to corrupt. 


THE MARQUIS. 
Well, try. 
THE KING. 
If ’tis my wish to tame this monk— 


THE MARQUIS. 
Sire, try. 
THE KING. 
I can bestow all man desires. 
Before me proudest heads are lowliest bent; 
And first, to get the better of a priest, 
Why, there are women. 


THE MARQUIS. 
He is old. 


THE KING. 
Well, then, 


We have the miter, purple, a grandeeship, 
And many dignities and honors. 


THE MARQUIS. 
Sire, 
He will continue monk. 
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THE KING. 
And money. 


THE MARQUIS. 
Sire, 
He will continue poor. 


THE KING. 
Ah, yes, this man 
Is strong, with all the strength of lowliness 
And poverty and age. 
[THE KING crosses his arms and muses. 
Close by myself 
To feel that somber poverty which casts 
A shadow on my throne! which, in its power, 
Stands on a level with the king! 


THE MARQUIS. 
Ay, higher! 


THE KING. 
No! 


THE MARQUIS. 
Wiener! honors, gold are powerless 
Against this.monk. 


THE KING. 
I could find other means. 
Dost understand? 


THE MARQUIS. 
No. Which? 


THE KING. 


The right ones, eh? 
Dost understand? 
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THE MARQUIS. 
No. 


THE KING. 
Why, old Arbuez 
Was stabbed upon the very altar steps. 
Was not that system good? 


THE MARQUIS. 


It turned out bad. 
Old Arbuez became Saint Arbuez, 
And that was all. You reign, and you allot 
Domains and dignities, or, if you will, 
The headsman’s ax. But with the hand that 
tries 
To hold the Church, she strives with fiery zeal. 
You persecute her and you make her stronger. 
The priests have this distinctive quality— 
That when you kill them, they’re the more alive. 
They never disappear. From hecatombs 
Springs into life that spectral form, the priest. 
Their blood’s eternal, and their bones are fruit- 
ful. 
We crush them living, we invoke them dead. 
Ab, sire! you think to break the Church’s 
power. 
She bursts at once her bonds by palms and 
hymns, 
_ By tears and martyrdom. Yes, massacre 
The cloister’s hypocrite, with malice drunk! 
Strike! It is well. Now raise to heaven your 
eyes. : 
’Tis filled with saints of your own making, sire! 
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Fold reverent hands and fall upon your knees. 

I do admire the Church. Tor, slave or queen, 
She has the final say. She swarms below 

Here on this earth; she swarms in heaven above, 
And crushed as vermin, rises as a star. 


THE KING (depressed). 
She’s the disease, and I am the diseased. 
Thou sayest truth. Brave Rome, and you re- 
pent. 
We must resign ourselves. 


THE MARQUIS (aside). 
What does he mean? 

The danger with him is that if you want 
A certain course to be pursued by him 
You must advise the opposite, and if 
You wish him to go north, you needs must urge 
His footsteps toward the south. This time I see 
That he believes my words. My ruse has failed! 
The tortuous path that I have found so useful 
Avails not here. I must aim at my goal, 
And change my style. 

[Aloud.| Ah! you have let the monk 
Grow all too great, and now he has become 
Of monstrous size. 


THE KING (musing). 
This Torquemada— 


THE MARQUIS. 
3 Sire, 
Holds Spain. He is her Pontiff, and where’er 
You lay your finger-nail he puts his claw. 
He fills your seat. Ah! sire, the time is past 


- 
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When at your royal pleasure you might go 

Into a convent, and with threatening frown 

Compel this stubborn Church to own your power. 

You then might hang a monk. You dare not 
touch 

His frock at present. Ah, your monk’s a trial! 

Your gibbets! Strike the priests! Attempt it, 
sire! 

Your laws have everything to fear from his; 

And surely he would laugh to see a fight 

Between your scaffold and his fiery stake. 

The duel is unequal. Sire, the earth 

Owns as its lord this monk; and as wild oats 

Are set on fire by peasants, living men 

Are turned to ashes by his flaming torch. 

The palaces appalled like cloisters look; 

On every side the clergy sprouts and grows 

Like brier and bramble. Everything gives way 

Before the frowning monk. ‘‘The devil take 

The hindmost’’ is the cry. The proudest crawl, 

The bravest tremble. What, my liege, is done 

From Cadiz to Tortosa through your realm? 

Your subjects are denouncing one another, 

Two cousins of your Highness are in chains, 

The Marquis Alfonzo and Prince of Viana, 

And that coarse hand has even been laid upon 

The Infante of Tudela. Lately gay 

Was every town and village in our Spain; 

To-day a pall of silence over all. 

No more the innocent laugh, no more the feast, 

A banquet is suspected. Terror, fear, 

And mourning reign in all parts of our land, 

And this huge Spain is like a festival 


‘ 
™ 
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When all the lights are quenched. Your forests, 
sire, 

Are used for scaffolds; wood begins to fail. 

Crimes true and false are intermingled. All 

Is good to feed the fagots. You have seen 

Some one pass by you, you are his accomplice. 

A son betrays his father, father son. 

Who, unaware, lets fall a crucifix 

Is burned alive. A word, a gesture, is 

A heresy. This horrible monk has looked 

On Jesus with a madman’s eye. All acts 

Are heinous crimes. To swear by Solomon, 

To have the air of whispering to the devil, 

To pare the nails, go barefoot on fast days, 

To wed a wife that’s too old or too young, 

To turn a corpse’s face toward the wall, 

Or not to fly before those who bind tight 

Their loins with leathern cord, to lay a cloth 

Upon one’s table on a Saturday, 

To drive the ox at Christmas from the stable, 

To name God oftener than Jesus, or 

To hide one’s self—all these lead to the stake. 

Repeating verses in a funeral train, 

Or weeping, in the shade, behind a door, 

Or watching in some lonely desert spot 

The rising of night’s earliest star—these, too, 

Are crimes. These blazing piles devour, O 
King, 

And mount and ever mount, and more and more 

With this red dawn empurple all the sky 

Above you, sire. It is your subjects’ blood 

Which you are robbed of. Soon you shall not 
have 
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The soldiers which your wars require. Just 
now— 

But what avail my words! the King cares not— 

The King, who by a word could-change it all. 

But no!—The Holy Office lately placed 

All Spain within a padded cell, and it 

Has come to pass your subjects scarcely know 
you. 

[He points to the gallery at the back and the 
curtain which closes it. GucHO ts listen- 
ing attentively. 

This very day, O King, beneath your window 

A monstrous pile of fire will flame to heaven, 

And there beneath the gaze of wanton eyes 

Shall women turn and writhe clad but with 
flame. 

At the four corners statues will arise— 

Four huge, black prophets built of hollow stone, 

And full of living men—Colossuses, 

Whose hideous bellowing will be heard around. 

The shuddering fire will lick their open mouths, 

And at the end naught but these giants stand. 

Your people, haggard, horror-stricken, see 

You and your kingdoms vanish in the smoke 

That wraps up these four phantoms; for all light 

Comes from the hateful Q@uemadero. Sire, 

You disappear when you’re surrounded by 

The shadow of the executioner. 

|THE KiNG sits down on a folding-stool, over- 
whelmed. 


THE KING. 
All this is for the Church’s gain. 


‘ 
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THE MARQUIS. 
And for 
The kingdom’s loss. Castile with charnel houses 
Is covered. Far and near rise cries of fright. 
[Drawing near to THE KING. 
Alas! you struggle vainly. You are caught. 
Above your Spain is stretched a somber. web, 
Through which you may see God, like some 
vague star; 
A gloomy net, that Satan fixed to earth 
And spun out, thread by thread, from Jehovah’s 
bowels; 
A snare in which the wretched human mind 
Is spent and broken; an immense rose-window, 
Belonging to an infinite church, through which 
The light of hell on the high altar gleams. 
There shudder horror, night, and deadly fear; 
And earth regards with woful eyes that thing 
Which it has ever o’er it in the dark. 
It dreams of that old Baal in whose clasp 
It erstwhile stifled. To grow great is wrong; 
To think, a grievous sin; to live is boldness. 
Existence is a peril. At the center 
Of that dark web is seen the priest, that spider, 
And always, close by him, that fly, the King. 
[THe Kina bends his head. Tur Maraqutis 
watches him, and continues. 
Faith, it is strange and terrible as well 
That out of that vile yarn, vows, cloister, rule, 
And dogma, there should spring a web so vast 
That it could snare an eagle; but ’tis done. 
The eagle’s caught, and at the present hour 
Gives but one little tremble of his wing 
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Within the net. Before you threatening stand 

The missal, Bible, gospel; and for you 

To will is an impossibility, 

To love you dare not; you dare reign no 
longer. 

The kings of old, hard as the mountain rock, 

And long-haired as the woods, had prouder 
thoughts. 

Ah, well! the present is, more than the past, 

But dust. A maiden’s beauty wins a king. 

This gentle sovereign crawls along, nor tries 

A single royal roar. There is no more 

Aught great upon the earth except the priest; 

And he, this monk—oh, why do children dare 

Come into life!—this monk is King. He has 

Beneath his sandals you! He drives the bolts 

Upon the human soul. He’s greater far 

Than bishop or than abbess in the eyes 

Of deacon or of nun. He comes; the law 

Bows down before him. Lowly, like a reed, 

The scepter bends. The sword is terrified. 

His fixed eyes a boundless stupor spread. 

Man is his target, empire is his goal, 

And this dark spy of God, who throws o’er all 

His terrible shadow, ambushes the world. 

[Looking Tum Kina in the face. 

A time will come when history shall say: 

“Tt was the age of fire. It was the time 

Of slavery and darkness. Its great work?— 

’T was ashes; and a fork to stir the embers 

Replaced the scepter once Pelagio held. 

The name borne by the monarch? Torque- 
mada.’’- 
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THE KING (rising). 
Thou liest, Marquis, in thy throat. His name 
Was Ferdinand, and neither monk nor Pope 
Shall bring to pass that it be otherwise, 
Or that I be not King—I, who am both 
The tiger and the lion! and I’ll prove 
My kingly state by cutting off some heads. 
Go, get me men, and see they have their swords; 
Then straightway to the Assumption Convent 
march, 
And seize the Infanta. Smite all who resist; 
’Tis my good pleasure. Let all bend the knee, 
And be.reduced to utter nothingness, 
As much before you as if on a sudden 
They had beheld my face! And now the order. 
| He approaches the table, takes a pen and sheet 
of parchment, and writes rapidly. 
“Submit, it is the law. Whatever act 
The Marquis does, it is willed by the King.’’ 
[He signs and hands the parchment to THE 
MARQUIS. 
And if there be resistance, smite, destroy, 
Burn, crush, exterminate, and leave no man 
Alive, or standing wall when you have quit 
The cursed spot on which that convent stood. 
[GucHo ts listening with more attention than 
ever. 


THE MARQUIS. 


And if some monk should— 


THE KING. 
Death! 
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THE MARQUIS. 
Or trooper? 


THE KING. 
Chains! 
A hundred cut-throats of my African guard 
Take with you. You'll find they’re enough to 
force 
The barriers of one convent. 


THE MARQUIS (aszde). 
And of two. 
[Aloud.| Although it has the sanction of the 
King, 4 
This stroke is hazardous, my gracious liege. 


THE KING. 
Ah, pshaw! 
THE MARQUIS. 
When I have taken the Infanta, 
I must conceal her somewhere. 


THE KING. 
Surely. 


THE MARQUIS. 
Where? 


THE KING. 


Within my private park. °’Tis dark and lonely. 
You know I leave this evening? 


THE MARQUIS. 
Yes, I know. 


But for a day. 
I VOL. 22 
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THE KING. \ 
I journey to Triana. 
On my return I would wish to find 
The Infanta in— 


THE MARQUIS. 
The private park? 


THE KING. 

" Yes, there. 

I’m master. 

THE MARQUIS. 
But the key? 

[THE KiNG goes to the sideboard, and opens a 
drawer. 

I’ve two, for I 

Alone can enter there. 

| He takes out two keys, and hands one to THE 
MARQUIS. 

I give you one. 

[He puts the other in the drawer, which he 
pushes back. When THE Kina’s back is 
turned, GuCHO creeps under the different 
articles of furniture, opens the drawer 
again, and takes out the key which THE 
Kine has just placed there. 


: GUCHO (aside). 
I take the other. 
[He shuts the drawer, and thrusts the key in 
his pocket. 
THE KING. 
Ah! the monks are strong, 
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The priests are great! Ah! Torquemada reigns! 

Well, we shall see. 

[The voice of an Usher, outside, announcing: 

The Queen, our sovereign Lady. 

[Enter THE QUEEN, all in jet-black, with the 
royal crown on her head. She makes a 
profound reverence to THE Kine, who 
returns it, without taking off his cap. 
THE QUEEN proceeds to one of the arm- 
chairs at the extremity of the table and 
sits down; then remains motionless, as 
if she neither saw nor heard anything. 
THE Kine and THE QUEEN have each a 
rosary at the girdle. 


THE KING (in a low voice to THE MARQUIs). 
Make haste; for speed is vital to success. 
Go, Marquis, do what I have bid thee do. 
[Enter THE DUKE oF ALAvA. He proceeds 
toward Tae Kine. 
What is it, Duke? 


THE DUKE (after saluting THE Kine and 
QUEEN). 
The deputies, my liege, 
Sent by the Jews you banish from your realm, 
Sue for the favor, gracious King and Queen, 
Of lying prostrate at your Highness’ feet. 


THE KING. 
Tis granted. Let them enter. 
[THE DUKE leaves. 
[Inalow voice to THE Marquis.| Run at once 
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To the Assumption Convent, and lay hold 
Of the Infanta. 


THE MARQUIS (aside). 
Then to San Antonio. 


THE KING. 
Away! 
THE MARQUIS. 
But— 
THE KING. 
What? 


THE MARQUIS. 
If the Inquisitor?— 


THE KING. 
That monk indeed! He is the earthworm, and 
The dragon I. 


SCENE III 
THE KinG, THE QUEEN, THE JEWS 


Through the door at the back,wide open, come a 
frightened and ragged crowd between two 
rows of halberds and pikes. They are the 
deputies of the Jews, men, women, and 
children, all covered with ashes and in 
tattered clothes, barefooted, with ropes 
about their necks. Some, mutilated and 
enfeebled by torture, drag themselves along 


TORQUEMADA > 2261 


on crutches or stumps; others, deprived of 
their eyes, are led by children. At their 
head is the Grand Rabbi, MosEs Ben Ha- 
BIB. All have the yellow badge prescribed 
for their race on their torn apparel. At 
some distance from the table, THE RABBI 
stops and falls on his knees. All behind 
him prostrate themselves. The old men 
strike the floor with their foreheads. 
Neither THe Kine nor THE QUEEN looks 
at them. They seem to be gazing at va- 
_ cancy, above all these heads 


THE RABBI (on his knees). 


Your Highness of Castile, 
Of Aragon, our sovereign King and Queen! 
Your trembling subjects are in sore distress, 
And, praying first to God, we come to you, 
With naked feet and rope about our necks, 
And bring our groans and tears to you, O Kings! 
For we are lying in death’s very shadow, 
A number of us are about to be 
Flung on the fagots, and for all the rest, 
Old men and women, exile is decreed. 
Your edicts, King and Queen, o’erwhelm us all. 
We weep, our fathers shudder in their graves— 
You cause the mournful sepulchers to tremble. 
Be merciful. Our hearts are meek and true. 
Shut up within our little homes, we live 
Alone and humble. All our laws are plain— 
So very simple that a little child 
Might set them down in writing. Never Jew 
Is seen to sing or laugh. We pay the tribute; 
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We never ask how large the sum may be. 

We’re trod upon while lying on the ground; 

We’re like the garment of a murdered man. 

To God be glory! But must Israel 

Defenseless, driving ox and ass and dog 

Before him, flee, dispersed in every sense, 

With new-born suckling babes and children 
weaned ! 

Must we ne’er be a people, wanderers ever! 

O King and Queen, do not let us be chased 

With goad of pike, and God for you shall open 

Celestial gates. Have mercy on us. We 

Are dashed to earth. Shall we no longer see 

Our trees and fields of corn? Shall mothers 
have 

No longer milk within their breasts? The beasts 

Are in the forests, happy with their mates; 

The nests sleep calmly, couched beneath the 
leaves; 

The hind brings up her little ones_in peace. 

Ah! let us also live within our caves, 

Beneath our squalid roofs. For there we dwell 

Almost like slaves within a convict pen, 

But near our fathers’ graves. In mercy deign 

To suffer us to rest beneath your feet 

Which we have bathed with tears! Alas! the 
woe 

‘Of wandering along the distant ways! 

Then let us drink the waters of our streams, 

And live upon our fields, and prosperous days 

Shall wait-upon your steps. Alas! we wring 

Our hands in desperation. Spare us, Kings, 

The agony of exile, and the dole 


iat a | 
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Of stern, eternal, endless loneliness! 

Grant us our country, grant our native skies! 

The bread we eat with tears is bitter bread. 

Be not the wind, though we be but the dust. 

[ Pointing to the gold on the table. 

Behold our ransom. Deign to take it, Kings, 

And, oh! protect us. Look on our despair. 

Be angels o’er us, but not angels dark, 

But angels good and mild. The shadow cast 

By gloomy wings is not the same, O Kings, 

As that the white wing leaves. Recall your ban. 

We beg it in the name of those great kings, 

Your sacred ancestors, the lion-hearted, 

And by the tombs of sovereigns august, 

Who shone serene in wisdom’s light. We place 

Our hearts, O rulers of the human race, 

Our prayers, our sorrows in the little hands 

Of Joan, the Infanta, innocent 

And like unto the wildwood strawberry 

Where lights the bee. O King, O Queen, have 
mercy! 

[A moment of silence. Absolute tmpassiveness 
of THE KING and QUEEN. Nether turns 
the eye. THE DUKE oF ALAVA, who is 
standing before the table with naked 
sword, touches the shoulder of THE GRAND 
RaBsi with the flat. THE GRAND RABBI 
rises, and with the other Jews, retires 
backward with head bent down. The 
guards form a line and force them back. 
The door remains open after they leave. 
THE Kina beckons to THE DUKE OF ALAVA, 
who approaches. 
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THE KING (to THE DUKE). 

The Queen and I would privately discuss 

The edict. Duke, arrest whoever comes, 

Although he be a prince. Whoever dares 

To enter here shall surely lose his head. 

Go, close the door, and guard the passage well. 

[THE DuKE lowers his sword, bows, raises his 
sword again, and goes. The two leaves 
of the door shut. THE KInG and QUEEN 
are alone. During this scene GucHo has 
disappeared under the tapestry that covers 
the table, where he ts concealed. ~ 


SCENE IV 


THE Ki1nG, THE QUEEN, GucHo under the table. 
THE KinG and QUEEN regard each other 
earnestly and silently for a time. At last 
THE QUEEN lowers her eyes and looks at 
the money on the table 


‘ 


THE QUEEN. 
A sum of thirty thousand marks of gold. 


THE KING. 
-A sum of thirty thousand marks of gold. 


THE QUEEN. 
But they aze an accursed race, and all 
Star-gazers. 
THE KING. 
Thirty thousand marks of gold 
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Make up six hundred thousand piasters, 
And that is twenty million sequins. 


THE QUEEN. 
Sequins? 
THE KING. 
Yes, sequins, which, to Moorish besants changed, 
Would make enough to load a galley, Queen! 


THE QUEEN. 
But still a Jew becomes invisible 
By lighting fingers of a buried child. 


THE KING. 
Tis true, no doubt. 


THE QUEEN. 
They would a vessel load? 


THE KING. 
Ay, to the very deck. 


THE QUEEN. 
With besants? 


THE KING. 
Yes, 
And changed to silver douros, we would have 
In weight as much again. 


THE QUEEN. 
My mind’s confused, 
Suppose we said a pater? 
[She takes her rosary. A moment of silence. 
THE KinG touches the piles of gold and 
stirs them. 
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THE KING (in an undertone). 
With this gold 
I might without expense on Boabdil 
Make war. 


THE QUEEN (all the time telling her beads). 


If I should be the first to die, . 
Swear to me, sir, to take no other wife. 


THE KING (in an undertone). 
Yes, with this gold make war— 


THE QUEEN. 
Will you not swear? 


THE KING. 


Swear what?—Oh, yes, of course. 
[Musing.| This gold would pay 
For all expenses, all. Granada would 
Be ours, a jewel in our diadem. 
[THE QUEEN, having finished her prayers, 
places the rosary on the table. 


THE QUEEN. 
Sir, let us take the gold, and, all the same, 
Exile the Jews, whom I cannot accept 
As subjects. 
[THE KING raises his head. THE QUEEN speaks 
more strongly. 

'Fhen let us exile the Jews 

And keep their money. 


THE KING. 
I was thinking of it. 
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But such a deed might well discourage others 
From acting like the Jews. 


THE QUEEN (looking at the money). 


With all this gold! 
And in your hands— 


THE KING. 
In yours. 


THE QUEEN. 
Might more be asked? 


¢ 


THE KING. 
Well, later on. [He handles the piles of gold. 
Granada I could wrest 
From the vile bastard crescent. Though we 
~ kept 
The Jews, yet still we might expel the Moors. 


THE QUEEN (wavering). 
Tis true. 
THE KING. 
A compensation. 


THE QUEEN. 


Yes, a choice 
Between Gomorrahs. 


THE KING. 


Then do we accept 
The money? 


THE QUEEN. 
Yes. 
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[He takes a pen and writes some lines on a 
parchment, after consulting THE QUEEN 
by a look. 


THE KING. 
Well, then. ‘‘The edict is 
Annulled which banishes that miscreant tribe, 
The Jews, and parts them from the Spanish peo- 
ple; 
It is forbid to light the stake prepared ; 
’Tis ordered that imprisoned Jews be freed.”’ 
[THE KinG signs, then hands the pen and 
parchment to THE QUEEN. 


THE QUEEN (taking the pen). 

’Tis settled. 

[Just as THE QUEEN 7s about to sign, the great 
door opens with much noise. THE Kina 
and QUEEN turn around in amazement. 
GucuHo thrusts out his head. TorQuE- 
MADA appears on the threshold in his 
Dominican robe and with an tron crucifix 
an his hand. . 


SCENE V 


THE: KiInGc, THE QUEEN, TORQUEMADA. TOR- 
QUEMADA looks neither at Tur Kine nor 


THE QUEEN. He has his eyes fixed on the 
crucifix 


TORQUEMADA. 
Once for thirty silver pieces 
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Did Judas sell thee; now this King and Queen 
Sell thee for thirty thousand golden crowns. 


THE QUEEN. 
O Heaven! 
TORQUEMADA (casting the crucifix on the pile 

of gold). 
Mascinteh and seize him, Jews! 
THE QUEEN. 
Good father! 
TORQUEMADA. 


Rejoice, ye Jews! this King and Queen, as it 
Is writ, deliver to you Jesus Christ. 


THE QUEEN. 
My father! 


TORQUEMADA (looking them both in the face). 
King, be thou accursed! be thou 
Accursed, O Queen! 


THE QUEEN. 
Forgiveness! 


TORQUEMADA (stretching his arm above them). 
On your knees! 
[THE QUEEN falls on her knees; THE KING 
hesitates, trembling. 
Both! [THE KinG@ falls on his knees. 
[Pointing to IsABEL.| On this side, the Queen. 
[ Pointing to FRRDINAND.] On that, the King. 
A pile of gold between. Ah! you are king, 
And you are queen! 
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[He seizes the crucifix, and raises it high 
above his head. 
And this is God. Behold! 
I have surprised you in the very act, 
Red-handed. Kiss the ground. 


THE QUEEN (prostrating herself). 
Forgive us, father! 


TORQUEMADA. 
Oh, horror! 
THE QUEEN. 
Give us absolution, father! 


TORQUEMADA. 

Measureless insolence!—lIt is thy reign, 

~O Antichrist, at last! The Jews restored! 

The auto-da-fe proscribed! The helpful stake 

To be no longer lit!) These sovereigns 

Forbid it. So, that wretch, the scepter, dares 

To touch the cross! The prince, that bandit, 
dares 

To close his ears to all that Christ hath said! 

The time has come when ye must be fore- 
warned. 

The Holy Office has its rights o’er you. 

The Pope alone’s exempt from its decrees, 

But kings are not. Our banner has the right 

To: go into your asec, proud Kings! 

At every hour, e’en while you sleep or eat, 

And with it bring its melancholy doom! 

Kings, those false gods, have ever been the aim 

At which the thunderbolts of Heaven are 
hurled, 
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For Heaven hates kings. O princes, all your 
laws 

Are vain and worthless. Ours alone are true: 

We are the wheat, and you the tares. Some day 

The reaper’s scythe shall cut enormous swaths! 

Kings, we endure you, but denounce your crimes. 

Each day into the gulf we cast your names 

W here dark and lonely pangs await your advent! 

The floors of hell are paved with skulls of kings. 

Ah, yes! because your ports are filled with sails, 

Because your soldiers throng your camps, you 
think 

That you are strong. God with quiescent eye 

Amid the stars is meditating. Tremble. * 


“ THE QUEEN. 
Forgive! 
THE KING (r7sing). 

My lord inquisitor, the King 
And Queen, with contrite heart, and as a sign 
Of their devotion to the faith, intend 
Repairing wrongs they were about to do. 
The Jews shall be expelled; and we, besides, 
Empower you, father, and the Holy Office, 
And all your holy priests to ight at once 
The stake. 


TORQUEMADA. 
And do you think I waited? 

[ He descends the three steps, goes to the gallery 
at the back, and violently draws the cur- 
tain aside. 

Look! 
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[Night is beginning to fall. Through the 


wide, open lattice at the back of the gal- 
lery, the square of La Tablada is seen 
covered with an immense crowd. In the 
center of the square is the Quemadero. 
An enormous piece of masonry all brist- 
ling with flames, filled with stakes and 
posts, and with those condemned in san- 
benitos, who are seen through the smoke. 
Barrels of lighted pitch are nailed to the 
tops of the posts, and empty in flames on 
the heads of the condemned. Women, 
whom the fire has rendered naked, are 


‘burning, fastened to piles. Cries are 


heard. At the four corners of the Que- 
madero are four gigantic statues, called 
the four Evangelists, reddened by the 
blaze. They have holes and openings 
through which are seen men howling and 
arms writhing like living brands. The 
whole has a terrific aspect of torture and 
conflagration. THE Kinc and THE QUEEN 
look on appalled. Gucno, under the table, 
stretches his neck and tries to see. Tor- 
QUEMADA, im meditation, sates his eyes 
with the Quemadero. 


TORQUEMADA. 


O festival of glory and of joy! 
O grand and terrible clemency of flames! 
Deliverance forever! O ye damned! 


Ye 


are absolved! The stake on earth hath 
quenched 
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The hell below. O blessed stake, by which 
The soul mounts up! Thou honorest the fire, 
The shame of hell. O outlet bordering on 
The radiant pathway, gate of paradise, 
Once more reopened for the human race! 
O ardent pity with thy numberless 
Caresses, mystic ransom of hell’s slaves. 
Auto-da-fe! thou’rt pardon, kindness, light, 
And fire and life! a dazzling splendor on 
The face of God! Oh, what a grand demise! 
What souls are saved! Jews, sinners, infi- 
dels— 
Ah, my dear children, one brief, sudden pang 
Rewards you with eternal happiness; 
Man is no more accursed, no more exiled. 
Salvation opens in the depths of heaven. 
Love wakes, and yonder is his wondrous tri- 
umph! 
What ecstasy! to enter heaven at once! 
Not languish by the way! 
[Cries heard from the stakes. 
Hear ye the howls 
Of Satan as he sees them all escape? 
Let the eternal felon weep and wail 
In his eternal den. With these two hands 
I’ve pushed his huge red door. Oh, how he 
gnashed, 
When on him I made fast those hideous leaves, 
Forever, Never! And the Wicked One 
Remains behind the somber wall. 
| He looks up to the sky. 
s Oh, I 
Have healed the grisly wound his shadow made. 
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Ah! paradise was maimed; and in the side 
Of heaven was that ulcer, burning hell, 
Ensanguined hell; o’er hell I’ve placed the flame, 
The healing flame, and as mine eyes behold 
The boundless sky, I see the cicatrice. 
It was the spear-thrust in Thy side, O Christ! 
Hosanna! the eternal wound is cured. 
| He looks at the Quemadero. 
Ye rubies of the flame! Ye precious stones 
Of fiery coals! Blaze up, ye brands! burn, em- 
"bers! 
O sovran fire, beam brightly! shine, O stake! 
Thou casket of bright sparks soon to be stars! 
The soul, freed from the body’s vesture, flies, 
And from the bath of torments bliss comes 
forth! 
O splendor! fierce magnificence of flame! 
Ha! Satan, my black foe, what sayest thou? 
[In an ecstasy.] O fire, thou washest all foul 
stains away! x 
Supreme transfiguration! act of faith! 
We are two fork-bearers, the Fiend and I, 
Two masters of the flames. 1 succor souls, 
And he is man’s destroyer. We are both 
Two executioners, and by like means 
We make—one, heaven, and the other, hell; 
He makes the evil, and I make the good; 
He’s in the sewer, in the temple I; 
And the black quivering shadow views us both. 
| He turns again to the condemned. 
O dear, beloved brethren! but for me 
You all were lost. You now are cleansed from 
sin 
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In that piscina by its writhing flames. 

Ah! for the passing moment you will curse 
me; 

But ah! dear children! you will give me thanks 

When you behold from what you have escaped ; 

Because, like Michael the archangel, I 

Have also slain; because white seraphim, 

Who stoop above the pit of sulphur, mock 

The marvelous miscarriage of the gulf; 

Because your howls of hatred in the hight 

Shall stammer, and, in stupefaction, end 

In songs of love! Alas! what pangs were 
mine 

To see you in the torture chambers lie, 

With wails and tears and shrieks and writhing 
limbs! 

To see you by the vise and pincers torn! 

But now you’re free! Depart! ascend to heaven! 

Pass into paradise! 

| He stoops and seems to be looking at some- 
thing beneath the earth. 

No, thou shalt have 
No longer souls ! | He stands erect. 
The Lord hath given us 

The help we asked, and man’s freed from the 
gulf. 

Depart! away! across the burning gloom 

And through the great winged flames, the whirl- 
ing smoke 

Bears to the skies the living spirit saved 

From the dead flesh! and all old human crimes 

Are torn up by the roots. One had his sins, 

Another had his errors, fault or vice; 
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Each soul had in itself a monster who 

Would nibble at its hght and champ its wings. 
The angel faded fast, the demon’s prey. 

Now all is burned, and by the light of tombs, 
And in the presence of our Saviour Christ, 
The radiant and august division’s made. 

Fall into dust, ye dragons! Take your flight, 
Ye doves! For you whom hell had in its grip 
Tis liberty! From darkness mount to light! 
For time take in exchauge eternity! 
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ZIRE § 


ScengE.—IJt is night. <A terrace of the private 
park, called Huerto del Rey in Seville. 
The terrace ts broad. It communicates 
on the left and right with alleys of trees. 
At the back it its crossed by a staircase, 
the steps of which are not seen, by which 
the terrace vs reached from the garden. 
Only the top of the head is first seen of 
those who arrive on the terrace by this 
staircase; then the body gradually comes 
into view, until they are on a level with 
the terrace. On the terrace vs a bench of 
marble. The lower part of the garden is 
lost wn obscurity. The moon ts rising 
during the act 


SCENE I 


TORQUEMADA, GucHO. They enter by the 
alley on the right, GucHo conducting 
TORQUEMADA. GUCHO presses his two 
baubles against his breast with one hand, 
and with the other presents a key to Tor- 
QUEMADA 

GUCHO. 
Deign to remember that tis I who give 
The key of the King’s private park to you— 


* 
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I, Gucho, fool of the said King, our sire. 

What crime are they about? I cannot tell. 

I’m all at sea, and find it better far 

That you be here to see with your own eyes. 

The cloister’s sacred rights are put in peril; 

Likewise a maiden whom the King would force, 

Although she was betrothed to his young cousin, 

With the consent of all her family: 

’Tis all I know about this wicked plot. 

I am the king’s buffoon, my lord; ’tis I 

Who make him laugh—that is, when he’s in- 
clined. 

[TORQUEMADA takes the key from the hand of 
GUCHO. 


GUCHO (aside). 


Denunciation’s bad; but to be grilled !— 

Ugh! it is worse. My choice is made. Oh, 
thank you! ; 

I was not born with a silver spoon, 

And do not count on bettering my fate 

By shining in an auto-da-fe, my friend. 

Shine, by all means, but as a wit, not candle. 

The question is to whom I’m faithful now. 

Why, to myself. You gaby, did you think 

I was a hero or some dashing- knight, 

Or surly, stubborn fellow, bent to be 

A martyr? You have made a great mistake. 

What will oceur? Of that I wash my paws. 

Besides, I hardly think the King would die 

Of grief if I were roasted. Yon old fellow 

Has but to raise his finger, and his Highness 

Plumps flat upon his belly. Then, denounce, 
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Tsay. Why not? Think only of yourself. 
I’m devilish sure to get out of a scrape, 
_ And sheer away, I tell you! 


TORQUEMADA (regarding the key, aside). 
: Coward King! 
Both vile and wicked. Scarce is he absolved 
When he begins again. 
[GucHo has gone to the back of the terrace. 
He gives a look into the obscure depths of 
the garden. 


GUCHO (aside). 
I see a group 
Beneath a tree. It looks as if they were 
About to mount the marble staircase. There 
Are three! Why three? Oh, leave aside the 
why, 
Let everything behind me go to smash, 
If I get off scot free! 


TORQUEMADA (aside, looking at the garden). 
So this, then, is 
The secret park, the shelter of his vices. 


[He walks with slow steps into the alley on his 
left. 


aucHo (aside, looking down the staircase). 

Ah! here is some one coming. I am off. 

[ He leaves by the side he entered, THE Mar- 
QUIS DE FUENTEL 2s seen coming up first; 
then Don SANCHO and DONNA ROSE ap- 
pear, both in the habit of novices, as in 
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the first act. THe Marquis conducts them 
with his fingerionhis lips. Helooks around 
him cautiously. 


SCENE II 


THE MARQUIS DE FUENTEL, Don SANCHO, 
Donna ROSE 


THE MARQUIS. 


Your novice garb, if it were day, would be 

A peril. But ’tis night, the place is lonely, 

None see us. O great God! You’re free at 
last, , 

And not a soul suspects that you are here. 

I did not take the usual path, and so 

I was not followed. I have sent away 

The people I employed. I tremble, still, 

For nothing is secure. We must have clothes 

And horses, and we must take flight at once. 

All should be ready ere the morning dawns. 

[Looking down the lonely alleys of the park. 

Oh! I made fast the gate. No danger there. 

The King alone can enter. He’s away. 

[To Don SancHo.] Confide in me, my prince, 
and trust me, Madame; 

To free you from your prisons cost me much. 

To save you next will be a frightful task; 

But yet I am resolved, and feel my strength 

Increase before the peril. To you both 

I consecrate my life. The first step was 
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To take you from the convent, and the next 
Must be to take you out of Spain. Alas! 

My mind is fertile in resources. Yet 

To pass across the frontier how shall we 

Devise a plan? This Torquemada holds 

All Spain within his grasp, and of the King’s 
Abasement makes his greatness. I have forced 
Two convents, and the Grand Inquisitor 

Will surely track my footsteps. Here, so far, 
We are untroubled. But before the dawn 

We must seek out some other refuge, for 

The King may come. Alas! what shall we do? 
Where find a person who would shelter you 
And wish to save you? Yes, some monk alone 
Could doit. Priests are now all-powerful; 

I’ll search for one. But no, they’re traitors all, 
And sometimes sell those who have purchased 

them. 

Oh! how I wish you safely placed in France! 
There is another source of fear, besides, 

I cannot hide from you. This private park, 
Although it is a lonely spot, is near 

The palace of the Holy Office. Nay, 

The rampart that surrounds it meets the wall 
That girds the prisons of the Inquisition. 

I leave you fora moment. Do we fly 
‘Or die together? Yes! I go to seek 

A refuge for you. Ah! I tremble. Still, 

You are alive. God guard you! 


DON SANCHO. 
’Tis to you 
That we owe all! 
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THE MARQUIS. 
O my poor banished friends, 
I must find means to baffle your pursuers. 
Await me here. 
DON SANCHO. 
How can we thank you, say? 


THE MARQUIS. 
By being happy. 
[He goes out in the same direciton in which 
GucHOo has gone. 


SCENE III 
Don SancHo, Donna ROSE 


DON SANCHO. 
Ah! I quake with fear. 
To see thee once again is heaven; but 
To tremble for thee, ah! what dread despair! 


DONNA ROSE. 
God joins us. God will save us too. 
[She gazes on him with rapture. 
I love thee! 


[They rush passionately into each other’s 
arms. 


DON SANCHO (gazing at the sky). 
Oh! why from yonder starry heights does no 


Immortal being swoop through air, and cast 
His shadow over thee? Has heaven no more 
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Its angels, or, alas! have angels now 
No longer wings? 


DONNA ROSE. 
We have a faithful friend 
In this poor man. 


DON SANCHO. 
Alas! he is himself 
Dismayed. On every side there’s danger. 
TORQUEMADA appears. He ts among the 
trees in darkness. He has heard these 
last words. He is listening and gazing. 
He watches Don SANcHO and DoNnNA RosE 
with a sort of increasing surprise. They 
do not see him. Don Sancno takes the 
hand of DoNNA RosE and raises his eyes 
to heaven. 
Oh! 
Who then is likely to protect thee? 


TORQUEMADA. 
I! 
| Both turn round in amazement. 


SCENE IV 
Don SancHo, Donna Rose, TORQUEMADA 


TORQUEMADA. 
I know you now. 


DONNA ROSE. 
It is the aged monk! 
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TORQUEMADA. 
I am the man Gomorrah had condemned 
And Sodom struck; but for your aid, my chil- 
dren, 
I was within the sepulcher. You came, 
My stranger friend, and gavemefreedom. You, 
The dove and eagle, dragged me from the tomb. 
To you I owe to see the light of day. 
Ah! you have saved me, now it is my turn! 


DONNA ROSE. 
Yes, ’tis the monk! 


TORQUEMADA. 
- Your robes of serge declare 
That to the Virgin both are consecrate. 
I find you such as when I saw you first. 
I was no longer living, though not dead; 
You came like two bright angels from on high, 
And saved me. God in marvelous ways to-day 
Has led me on your road. You cry for help, 
I stretch you out my hand. God has employed 
Saint Dominick to watch the conduct of 
Pedro the Second; me, of Ferdinand, 
That guilty prince. I heard you as I passed. 
‘You seem in peril. Are you prisoners, then? 
What succor do you need? God gained for me, 
Some duty to perform, I knew not what, 
An entrance into this suspicious place, 
This cavern dark. I find you grieving here, 
Nor am surprised, since God conducts us both, 
And, step by step, guides you and me. I was 
Within the tomb. You came. Now, captives 
too, 
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You tremble in this dismal spot. I come. 
Without me you would perish. But for you 

I was destroyed. As you were unforeseen, 

So Iam unexpected. Wherefore, then, 
Have you come hither? Wherefore in your fate 
Have Ia part? You were the miracle, 

I am the wonder. God knows what he does. 


SANCHO (to DONNA Rose). 

Tis he! 
TORQUEMADA. 
No longer fear, for I am there. 

I have a dim perception of some plot. 
Recluse and monk, I yet know what men are. 
I love you, and I will defend you ’gainst 
The King himself. 


DON SANCHO. 
You are, then, near the King? 


TORQUEMADA. 
Above. 
DON SANCHO. 
Pray, who, then, are you? 


TORQUEMADA. 
Nothing by 
Myself; by Jesus everything. 


DON SANCHO. 
Your name? 


TORQUEMADA. 
My name’s Deliverance. I am he who through 
The dread transparency of earth beholds 
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The hell beneath, and all the devils of hell 
Whom, haggard and dismayed, my gaze pursues; 
And I perceive the bottom of that gulf 

Which all must fear—that somber, awful fire; 
And I possess the urn shall quench its flames. 
But tell me, you—how do men call you? 


DON SANCHO. 


Sancho, 
Infante of Burgos. 


DONNA ROSE. 


And Rose, Infanta 
Of Orthez. 


DON SANCHO. 
We’re betrothed. 


TORQUEMADA. 
You have but ta’en 
The vows a dispensation may annul. 
How comes it’ you are here? 


DON SANCHO. 


The King by force 
Has put me in a convent; also her. 
We fled. 


TORQUEMADA. 
Hor-which you’ll pay a fine. The King 
Shall pay at higher rate. His fault has been 
A graver one. It is a crime to make 
God’s Holy Place the prison of the King, 
And no one goes into a convent but 
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Of his own wish. You’re free. Be hopeful, 
Rose! 
Have courage, Sancho! What do you wish 
more? 
DON SANCHO. 
To marry, father. 
TORQUEMADA. 
T am well content, 
And I will marry you myself. 


DONNA ROSE. 
My lord! 
[She ts about to throw herself at his feet. 
TORQUEMADA, by a gesture, prevents her. 


TORQUEMADA. 
Unto the dead, the joys of Paradise; 
Unto the living, happiness: it is 
That which I bring, who, calm and humble, hold 
A torch and palm in either hand. May you 
Be happy! 

DON SANCHO. 

Oh, what bliss! I know not why, 

When I’m near you, I fear no more the King. 
If I feared any one, it would be you! 
You are like some strange providence above 
Our heads, at once tremendous and supreme. 


TORQUEMADA. 
Like Rachel, who saw Jacob and did wed, 
The patriarch, Rose, you shall be the bride 
Of Sancho, and the grace of God will foil 
The projects of this King, which I divine. 
Yes, I shall save you both. Depend on me. 
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DONNA ROSE. 
Whoever you may be, priest, bishop, thanks! 
May Heaven’s choicest blessings on you fall! 
O saintly father, ’twas a sacred hour 
When God permitted us to hear your cry 
Within the tomb! 


DON SANCHO. 

I seem to see it all: 
It. was a lovely April day, and I 
Was gathering roses, she was running after 
The butterflies, the words we whispered low 
Were blended with the sunlight; evening came, 
When suddenly I hearacry. ’Twas like 
A call for help from some one dying; then 
I see a stone, and listen— 


DONNA ROSE. 


And you said: 
‘*A manis underneath! Come, let us save him!”’ 
But, then, the stone too heavy was, alas! 


DON SANCHO. 
And, Rose, a cross of iron stood quite near— 


DONNA ROSE. 
And then you tore it down. 
[Movement of terror on the part of ToRQUE- 
MADA. 
DON SANCHO, 
Yow’re right, it was 
A first-rate lever. Thanks to that same cross, 
The tomb was opened, you escaped alive. 
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TORQUEMADA (aside). 
O heavens! they are damned! 


DON SANCHO. 
We both worked hard: 
I lifted up the stone, she threw her weight 
Upon the bar, and so the pit was opened. 


-TORQUEMADA (as?de). 
A cross torn down! a major sacrilege! 
The gulf, the eternal gulf, yawns under them! 
They are beyond salvation. O great God! 
Beyond the enormous shadow Calvary casts. 
Oh, wretched ones! it is not with the King 
They have to deal, it is with God. 
|To Don SancHo and Donna Rose.| Reflect. 
Are you quite sure this lever was a cross? 


DON SANCHO. 
Iam quite sure. ’Twas standing at the foot 
Of an old wall, deep in the withered grass. 
I seized it with both hands. 


TORQUEMADA (asvde). 
A cross torn down! 
A cross! No matter. I must save them; but 
In different mode. 
[He waves them an adieu with his hand. 
I shall be with you soon. 


DON SANCHO. 
Here, in this gloomy hour, we have no friends, 
No refuge; our salvation lies in you, 
My lord. 
_J | VOL. 22 
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TORQUEMADA. 
Oh, yes! I'll surely save you both. 
[He goes out by the back, and is seen slowly 
descending the staircase. 


SCENE V 
Don SancHo, DonNA ROSE 


DONNA ROSE. 
Let us upon our knees give thanks to God— 
Help from on high! The miracles that he 
Hath wrought for us! How quick we are to 
hope! 
Is it not true, Don Sancho? How we catch 
At every branch! The man we saved is in 
That house, and saves us too. Yes, I have 
faith, 
I hope. Dost think I’m right? 


DON SANCHO. 
Yes, hope, my angle! 
He owes to us his life, he gives us life. 
Hope! Ah! my soul is drunk with rapturous 


joy! [He draws her toward him. 
Come! come! let’s breathe at last! This shadow 
made « 


By wings of seraphim—it cools our brows 
After somany woes. A hand is opened 
Between us and the stars. 
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DONNA ROSE. 
Yes, ’tis the hand 
Of God who shields us. 


DON SANCHO. 
Say, dost hear the songs 
Of Paradise draw near? 
[Pointing to the park and the clumps of trees. 
All nature’s like 
The music of a lyre. 


DONNA ROSE. 


Ah! now we see 

Each other once again, what we would say 

Starts to the lips—the past, the present, all 

We suffered, wished, or thought, the sleepless 
nights, 

God and His mercy, men who are so wicked— 

At last the soul flows over, and we say: 

*‘T love thee!’’? then we know all has been 
said. 

O love, I have wept much! When hope was 
lost, 

When I have seen myself dragged to the cloister, 

‘When I have seen the thread of our own fate 

Dissevered, and our two hearts torn asunder, 

And—oh! the horror of it—when I had 

Some vague conception of the King’s designs, 

I felt myself tender at once and strong, 

Invincible and proud, and, oh! how oft 

I wished to die! 

[A dim moonlight ts beginning to mingle with 
the dark perspective of the horizon. 
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DON SANCHO. 

And I— But, Rose, let us 
Forget it all. It is the heart alone 
That lives, ’tis love alone that stands. All else 
Sinks down and dies. We are about to be— 
Yes! married, saved! I place faith in this priest. 
He gives us back what he received from us. 
Ah, let us love and live! Behold the moon 
Rise o’er yon mountains; see these waters, groves 
Filled with an infinite soul. This beauty, Rose, 
Means mercy. All the charms strewed round 
This lovely spot bid us believe, and speak 
Of God to us. Fear nothing, lovely soul! 
O sinless soul, at peace at last! Grief is 
The lily; hope—it is the dew. When grief 
Unfolds its leaves, God weeps from tenderness, 
And that is hope. Our sorrows, cries, have 

moved him. 

Guardians unawares preserve us. I 
See shadows all around to do us service. 
What should I say to thee? I love thee. Ah! 
We’re conquerors, and all the azure depths: 
Of heaven are in our hearts. Then let us hope! 


DONNA ROSE. 
Oh, yes! I feel some one shall set us free. 
I hope. Hope is new birth. 


DON SANCHO. 
And love is life. 


DONNA ROSE. 
What had Tin my mind? Ah! now I know! 
I fain would say: I love thee! 
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DON SANCHO. 
Then draw nigh. 
[She approaches him. 
Quite close. 
[She draws near to him. Both sink down on 
the bench, Donna Rose in the arms of 
Don SANCHO. 


DONNA ROSE (gazing on him with absorbing 
earnestness). ; 

Don Sancho! O my King! How fair 
And radiant is thy face! 


DON SANCHO. 
We shall belong, 
My Rose, to one another and forever! 
How true it is, dear Rose! God comes whene’er 
We pray to Him. Dost thou discern the sense 
Those heavenly words ‘‘wife, husband,’’ bear?—- 
Grace, beauty, 
And purity, thy sacred body and 
Thy hallowed flesh —Oh, the hot sleepless 
nights, 
The dreams within the cloister!—Oh, to be 
The spouse! to seize the bashful, shrinking 
angel! 
To see thee every moment, speak with thee 
By night or day the words that tell our bliss, 
And hear thee say them to me, tremulous, 
And kiss them on thy smiling lips! and then- 
Oh, do not blush!—my Rose, to see some day 
Thy lovely charming bosom pressed between 
The little adorable hands of a sweet babe, 
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Who is thy master while I am thy lover! 
To hear him stammer with his honeyed lips: 
‘*Mother!”’ 


DONNA ROSE (with an expression of adoration). 


And ‘‘Father!’?’—O my love! 


[During their ecstasy the top of a black ban- 


ner appears behind the staircase. The 
banner mounts the staircase slowly. Then 
it is seen entire. It bears in the center a 
death’s head and two bones forming a 
cross, white on a black ground. Don 
SancHo and DonNA Ross turn round, and 
are struck dumb with terror. The banner 
continues to mount. Finally the cowl of 
the banner-bearer is perceived, and, on 
the right and left, the cowls of two files 
of white and black penitents appear. 


SANCHO. 
O God! 


END OF “‘TORQUEMADA.’’ 


LUCRETIA BORGIA 


DRAMATIS PERSONA 


Don ALPHONSO D’EstE, Duke of Ferrara. 

GENNARO, a young soldier of fortune. 

GUBETTA, the poisoner, under the assumed 
name of the Count de Belverana, a 
Spaniard. 

MAFFIO ORSINI, 

JEPPO LIVERETTO, : 

Don ApostoLo GazELLo, } Cavaliers of 

OLOFERNO VETILLOZZO, Venice. 

ASCANIO PETRUCCA, 

RUSTIGHELLO, an officer and spy of the Duke’s. 

ASTOLFO, a servant of the Duchess. 

Baptiste, Captain of the Guard. 

PIETRO. 

Lucret1A Boraia, Duchess of Ferrara. 

PRINCESS NEGRONI. 


Monks, Maskers, Lords, Pages, Ladies, ete. 


LUCRETIA BORGIA 


CUE: ier 


ScEenE.—The palace of Barbarigo, at Venice, 
splendidly illuminated. Grand entrance, 
with three steps to ascend. <A terrace in 
front, extending from the first wing to 
the vu. BE. The terrace is festooned with 
flowers, etc. Back is a magnificent view 
of Venice by moonlight, with the canal of 
Jucca in front, with handsome gondolas 
passing and re-passing, from which music 
is heard, gay and sad alternately, which 
gradually dies away im the distance. 

Time, night. A carnival. Maskers of all 
kinds pass and repass to appropriate 
music. Several of the maskers come for- 
ward and perform an appropriate dance, 
and exeunt L. and R. U. E. 


Enter, L. U. E., GENNARO, MAFFIO ORSINI, 
Don APOSTOLO GaAZELLO, ASCANIO PR- 
TRUCCA, OLOFERNO VITELLOZZ0O, JEPPO 
LIVERETTO, come down, and GUBETTA, 
who rather conceals himself from obser- 
vation, up stage, L. 28. All have masks 
an their hands, and al] very richly dressed 
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JEPPO. 
Now, signors, I am best acquainted with this 
story. 
MAFFIO. 
Well, then, give us the full particulars. 


OLOFERNO. 

There never was a tale more full of horror! 
There never was a deed more black and pear 
ing! 

ASCANIO. 

oe a dark and bloody deed, perpetrated by 
some malicious demon who revels in blood and 
crime. 

JEPPO. 

I know all the particulars, gentlemen; I have 
them from his Excellency, my cousin, the Car- 
dinal Carriale. You all know the Cardinal 
Carriale, who— 


GENNARO (throwing himself on a bench, R., 
and yawning). 
Ah, me! I see how it is: Jeppo is going to 
tell us one of his long stories. Good-by: I can’t 
stand it; I am already sufficiently worn out. 


MAFFIO. 

These things, Gennaro, are of too trifling and 
domestic a nature for your bold and daring spirit. 
You have no kindred, no father or mother, to 
whose safety you must look. We have. You 
are the child of chance; but that you are ndble, 
your look, your words, your conduct fully proves, 
and stamp your greatness on your brow. 


oa, 
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GENNARO (yawning). 
Thank you, worthy friend. 


MAFFIO. 

But still you cannot claim a right to these 

honors yet. ‘ 
GENNARO (starting up). 

Maffio, I make no boast of the purity of my 
blood, of the nobleness of my rank, or of claims 
to honors, only as I win them. God is the only 
parent I have ever known; and the proudest po- 
tentate that ever reared his haughty crest to awe 
us into reverence by his birth and rank can vaunt 
no higher lineage, or feel more noble than I do 
now, when I acknowledge that to Him alone I 
address the holy name of Father! 


MAFFIO. 


Believe me, I meant not offense. We are 
brothers in arms., You saved my life at Ro- 
mana; and we have sworn to aid each other in 
war and in love, and to revenge each other’s 
wrongs, when required. Our very fates are al- 
lied; for, by the predictions of an astrologer, all 
of us, friends and companions in arms, now to- 
gether here, are doomed to perish on the self- 
same day. You say truly, no earthly parent 
has yet called you son. What, then, are the 
histories of familtes to you, who have none? 
We have an interest in these secret murders: 
our fathers, mothers, and relatives are con- 
cerned. No one of us, except yourself, but 
has felt the deadly malice of this invisible fiend 
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in the death of some near relative. Our hearts 
have quivered from the secret stabs of these 
midnight murderers. 


GENNARO (gzving his hand). 
My friend, pardon my ill-timed rashness. 


MAFFIO. 
From my heart. Come, Jeppo, tell us what 
you know. 


GENNARO (throwing himself again on bench, 
R., 7n a Sleeping position). 
Pray wake me when Jeppo finishes his story. 


JEPPO. 
Well, well, fear not our care. And now for 
my story, which, on my life, is a marvelous one. 
It was in the year 1480— 


GUBETTA (L., against column). 
Ninety-seven. 
JEPPO. 
Ninety-seven! Yes, yes, you are right. In 
the year 1497, on a certain Sunday— 


GUBETTA. 
Friday. 
JEPPO. 
Well, Friday, in November— 


GUBETTA.” 
December. 


JEPPO. 
Well, you may be right; Count, but it does 
not matter; November or December, it is all the 
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same. But ona certain Friday night, a water- 
man of the Tiber, who was sleeping in his boat 
just below the church Santo Hieronimo, at Ri- 
petta, was awakened by the tramp of footsteps, 
and raising his head, he perceived through the- 
mists of the night (or, rather, morning, I should 
say, for it was two hours past midnight) two 
men coming down the street on the left of the 
church, who walked cautiously about, hither 
and thither, along the quay. In a few mo- 
ments two others appeared on the street at the 
right of the church, who, at a signal from the 
first, advanced to the river; these were joined _ 
by three others, one of whom was mounted on 
a large white horse, and attended by a comrade 
on either side—making, in all, seven men. 


GENNARO. 
What! the white horse made the seventh 
man, Jeppo? 
JEPPO. 


The quay was silent and deserted. The houses 
around were shrouded in gloom and darkness, 
save one from which gleamed a lonely light. 
The seven men and the white horse drew nigh 
to the water’s edge, and then the boatman, to 
his horror and surprise, distinctly perceived a 
corpse hanging across the pommel of the saddle. 
Two of the men watched at the corners of the 
streets, while the others hastily disencumbered 
the horse of its burden, and, with a violent 
swing, committed the body to the stream. The 
man upon the horse then asked, “‘Is all sate?” 
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to which one of the men replied, ‘‘ Yes, yes, my 
lord; no fear of that.’? They then departed, 
taking the road to Saint Jacques. -This is the 
boatman’s story. 


MAFFIO. 

Mysterious, indeed! Doubtless a man of rank 
who had been murdered, and the rider was the 
assassin. 

GUBETTA (down L.). 

Mysterious, indeed! for on that white horse 

were two brothers! 


oe 


JEPPO. 
You are right, De Belverana. The horseman 
was no other than Cesar Borgia, and the corpse 
was that of his only brother, John Borgia! 


MAFFIO. 

A house of demons is that of Borgia. But 
tell us, Jeppo, why a brother thus assassinated 
his brother. 

JEPPO. 

That is almost tod horrible to repeat. I can- 

not tell you now; this is nor time nor place. 


GUBETTA (crossing to MAFFIO, C.). 

I will tell you, signor. Czesar Borgia, Car- 
dinal of Valence, assassinated John Borgia, 
Duke of Candia, his brother, with his own 
hand, at his own altar, because they both loved 
the same woman 


MAFFIO. 
And the woman? Who was the woman? 


oy 
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GUBETTA. 
Their cousin. She yet lives, and her name is— 


JEPPO. 
Enough, enough, Belverana! Do not insult 
our ears even with the name of that fiend in an 
angel’s form. There is not one of us but has 
experienced the effects of her infernal power. 


MAFFIO. 
Methinks I have heard of a child connected 
with this affair. Is it not so? 


JEPPO. 
Yes, there was a child, and I have heard his 
father named. 
GUBETTA. 
Yes; John Borgia. 


MAFFIO. 
The child, if living, would be now a man. 


OLOFERNO. 
Ay, but he has disappeared long since; and 
whether Ceesar Borgia conceals him from the 
mother, or the mother from him, no one can tell. 


APOSTOLO. 

She does wisely, if it be the mother; for this 
Cesar Borgia, since he has become Duke of 
Valence, has slain besides his brother John, his 
two nephews, sons of Godfrey Borgia, and his 
cousin the cardinal, Francois Borgia, and has 
even attempted the life of the Pope. He riots 
in human blood! 
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JEPPO, 
He aims to become the sole male of the name, 
and then his wealth would be enormous. 


GUBETTA. 

That cousin, ‘whom you [fo JEPPO] are so 
loth to name, made a secret pilgrimage to the 
nunnery of St. Sixtus, at the time of the assassi- 
nation of John Borgia, and secluded herself for 
many months, no one exactly knowing why. 


JEPPO 
I have heard a cause assigned. It was to 
separate herself from her second husband, John 
Sforza. 
MAFFIO, 
What was the boatman’s name who saw the 
act related by you? Know you who he was? 


JEPPO. 
I do not know. 
GUBETTA. 
His name was Georgio Schiavone; his busi- 
ness was to trade in provisions and fuel. down 
the Tiber, to Ripetta. He is dead—died some 
time since; died rather suddenly, some say by 
poison. It is very likely. 
: | Crosses to R., and goes up the stage. 


MAFFIO (7r a low tone, to his companions). 


This Spaniard knows more of our affairs than 
we do ourselves. °Tis strange. 


ASCANIO (low, fo MAFRFIO), 
I distrust him, as well as yourself. Say noth- 


LUCRETIA BORGIA 305 


ing, but let us keep an eye upon his movements. 
Despite that smooth tongue of his, there is dan- 
ger in him, or I greatly err. 


JEPPO, 

Ah, gentlemen, what an age we livein! What 
with war, pestilence, love, intrigue, murder, 
poison, and the Borgias, show me the man in 
Italy sure of life for a single day. 


: APOSTOLO, 

Well, comrades, we are, as you are doubtless 
aware, all attached to the embassy, which the 
republic of Venice sends to the Duke of Ferrara, 
to congratulate him on the recapture of Rimni, 
upon the Maltesta. When do we leave Venice? 


OLOFERNO, 
The day after to-morrow, certain. The two 
embassadors are already appointed—the Senator 
Tripolo, and Grimani, the captain of the galleys. 


ASCANIO. 
Does Captain Gennaro accompany us? 


MAFFIO. 
Yes, if J do. We never separate; we are 
more than brothers in heart. 


ASCANIO (7n @ low voice). 
Gentlemen, one word—an important sugges- 
tion. For the present, let none of us drink 
Spanish wine. | Looking toward GUBETTA. 


JEPPO. 


I have another important word: Have you 
\ 
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taken care to see that we have any other wine? 
I have no partiality for Spain; but if the choice 
is between Spanish wine or no wine at all, I 
shall embrace Spain decidedly. 


MAFFIO. 


Letusin. Halloa, Gennaro! Faith! Jeppo, 
your story had its effect; he sleeps soundly. 


JEPPO. 
Let him sleep, then. IT’ll drink his share with 
my own, for I am devilish thirsty. 
[Hxeunt all, R. U. E., except GUBETTA. 


GUBETTA (comes forward, L. C.). 

“This Spaniard knows more of our affairs 
than we do ourselves,’’ said they. I heard_ 
their words, low as they spoke them. Ha, ha, 
ha! They are right; I do know more than they 
themselves; but Donna Lucretia knows more 
than I, and my Lord of Valentenois knows more 
than Donna Lucretia; the devil knows more 
than my Lord of Valentenois, and Pope Alex- 
ander the Sixth knows more, I believe, than the 
devil himself! [Zooks on GENNARO.|] How 
these young men sleep! [Goes down toL. H. 
corner and leans against a pillar.} Ha! she 
comes! 

[Enter LUCRETIA, L.U.E., magnificently dressed, 
with her face masked. She looks hurriedly 
round, does not see GUBETTA, approaches 
GENNARO, and gazes fondly and earnestly 
on his face for some moments, then speaks. 
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LUCRETIA. 

He sleeps! The féfe has wearied him! How 
beautiful! That pale forehead, those jetty locks, 
those long silken lashes, those proud lips, that 
noble form! [Looking up, starts on seeing 
GUBETTA, L. LUCRETIA goes down c.] Ha, 
Gubetta! 

GUBETTA (L.-C.). 


Hush! [Looking warily round.] Speak 
lower, if you please, signora. Iam not known 
as Gubetta here, but as the Count of Belverana, 
a Castilian noble. And you, madame, do not 
forget that you are the Countess of Pontequa- 
drato, a Neapolitan lady. We must appear as 
strangers to each other; such was your High- 
ness’s command. Remember, you are not in 
Ferrara, but in Venice! 


LUCRETIA (R. C.). 

Right; you are quite right. But there are 
none within sound of our voices now, save this 
young soldier, who calmly and soundly sleeps. 
I wish a moment’s converse. 

[About to remove mask. 


GUBETTA. 

Might I presume to urge your Highness not 
to remove your mask. Some one will recognize 
you. 

. =" LUCRETIA. - 

Well, and if I am recognized, what then? 
What have I to fear? Let him who makes the 
discovery tremble; he has most cause. 
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GUBETTA. 

We are in Venice, signora, where you have 
many foes, and they are free! The Republic 
will guard your person from violence, but it 
cannot shield you from insult. 


LUCRETIA (sadly). 


True; alas, too true! My very name excites 
horror, wherever heard. 


GUBETTA. 

Besides, it is the middle of the carnival, and 
the city is filled with Romans, Neapolitans, 
Tuscans, Genoese, Lombards, Romagnols—lItal- 
ians of all Italy. 


LUCRETIA (mournfully). 

And all Italy hates me! Ah, me! how sad 
my fate! But it must not, shall not longer be. 
I was not born to be the thing I have been and 
am; and I realize it now, alas! more than I ever 
did. The example of my. family has made me 
what I am. [Crosses to L. She paces the 
stage hurriedly a moment.| It shall be so! 
Gubetta! 

GUBETTA (R. C.). 
‘ Your Highness! 


LUCRETIA. 


Issue immediate orders that all be in readiness 
for me to visit Spoleto. 


GUBETTA. 
Your commands have been anticipated; all is 
now prepared for your instant departure, - 
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. LUORETIA. 
What has been done with Galeas Accailoi? 


GUBETTA. 
In prison, only awaiting your order to be 
hanged. 
LUCRETIA. 
And Godfrey Buondelmonte? 


GUBETTA. 
Is in his dungeon. The sentence is not yet 
signed for his execution. 


LUCRETIA. 
And Manfredi de Carsola? 


GUBETTA. 
- Is not yet strangled. 


LUCRETIA. 
And Spadacappa? 


GUBETTA. 
According to your orders, he will receive poison 
on Easter day. It is now carnival; it will be 
Easter in six weeks. 


LUCRETIA. 
And Pierre Copra? 


GUBETTA. 

Is still Bishop of Pesaro, and Regent of Chan- 
cery; but ere one month is over he-will be but a 
lump of cold clay. Your father, Saint Peter, the 
Pope, has at your request given the order for 
his arrest, and he will be retained in the cham- 
bers of the Vatican until beheaded. 


o 
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LUCRETIA (calmly and quietly). 
Gubetta, write in haste to the Pope, and say 
I crave pardon for Pierre Copra, and then let no 
time be lost ere Accailoi, Manfredi de Carsola, 
Buondelmonte,and Spadacappa are set at liberty! 


GUBETTA (astonished). 

Pray, your Highness, let me breathe! By 
heavens, it hails mercy and rains pardons! [T’m 
drowned in them! I fear I shall never recover 
from this terrible flood of good actions. 


LUCRETIA. 
‘Be my actions good or bad, indifferent or 
otherwise, what care you? What does it sig- 
nify to you, so long as I reward your service? 


GUBETTA. 
Ah, signora, much! A good action is far more 
repugnant to my nature than a bad or even in- 
different one. I like ease. 


e 


LUCRETIA (solemnly). 
Attend to me. I am tired of this feast of 
blood. I’ll no more of it. You have long been 
my firm and faithful confidant. 


“eee GUBETTA (R.). 
For fifteen years huve I had the honor of be- 
ing your Highness’s faithful coadjutor. 


LUCRETIA (L.). 

Gubetta, my old friend, my faithful accom- 
plice, do you not feel a desire to change this kind 
of life? Have you no wish to be blessed? We 
two have drawn down curses which, like a 
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mountain’s crushing weight, now press upon 
my heart. Have you not had enough of crime? 


GUBETTA (coolly). 


I perceive plainly that you are about becom- 
ing the most virtuous lady in Italy! 


LUCRETIA. 


Are not our names the synonyms of death, 
of murder? And does not that sometimes 
trouble you, as it does me? 


GUBETTA. 

Not at all, lady. Often, as I pass through 
the streets of Spoleto or Ferrara, I catch the 
suppressed execrations of the citizens near 
me. ‘There goes Gubetta!’? ‘‘Gubetta!’’ cries 
a second, ‘‘the poisoner!’’ ‘‘Gubetta, poniard! 
Gubetta, gibbet!’’ exclaims a third; and ‘‘Cut- 
throat! assassin!’’ with other delicate and com- 
plimentary terms pass around; while others, 
who dare not wag their vile tongues, speak quite 
as emphatically with their eyes. But what care 
I for this? I laugh at them, and with a look 
can make even the boldest tremble. It is my 
reputation, and as useful to me in my calling as 
is bravery to a soldier, or devotion to priest. 


LUORETIA. 

But see you not that this reputation might ex- 

cite hatred and horror in some heart where you 
might wish for love? 


GUBETTA. 
There are but few in the world whom one can 
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love, and they are not always those whom one 
should love. 
LUCRETIA. 

Gubetta, Gubetta, be silent; you do not com- 
prehend this heart. There is even now in Italy, 
this fated Italy, one pure and noble heart—a 
heart throbbing with high and holy feelings, 
brave, noble, daring, though of unknown origin 
—for whom (God knows its truth!) I would re- 
sign all—life, fame, everything! Oh, to inspire 
his breast with one gleam of tenderness, one ray 
of love for me—a miserable, guilty woman; 
hated, abhorred, cursed of man and spurned 
by Heaven; a very slave, though the proud 
mistress of thousands! Oh, could I but hope 
one day to feel that pure heart throb free and 
joyously against my own, I would welcome tor- 
ture, chains, or death to win it! Do you now 
comprehend me? Can you now conceive my 
anxiety to efface the past, to remove the plague- 
spot from my name, and in place of the infamy 
which all Italy now associates with my char- 
acter, win one of penitence, virtue, and glory? 

[LucRETIA crosses to R. 


GUBETTA (L.). 
‘Madame! madame! upon what strange herb 
has your Highness trodden to-day, thus to 
change your very nature? ’Tis droll, in sooth! 


LUCRETIA. 
Beware! beware, sir! Jest not with me! This 
is no new fancy; itisnot evanescent. But when 
a weak mortal is hurried on in acurrent of crime, 
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it is not easy for her to stop when and where she 
would. Two spirits have for years been strug- 
gling here, within this bosom, a good and an evil 
one. God grant the good one triumph at last! 
[She crosses to L., turns up stage, and down 
again. 
GUBETTA. 


All is now explained. All is now clear that 
before puzzled me. One month ago your High- 
ness left your husband, my Lord Don Alphonso 
D’ Este, with an apparent intention of visiting 
Spoleto; but under a Neapolitan name you came 
direct to Venice, and I, your faithful servitor, 
am directed to take the garb and name of a 
Spaniard; to this is added a strict injunction 
neither to speak fo nor of you, or give sign of 
recognition, should we meet. You visit fétes, 
operas, balls, and, availing yourself of the privi- 
lege of the carnival, go ever masked, while it 
is but seldom you speak to any one, and but a 
word ata time even to me, and that hurriedly 
and in secret. And now, lo! all this mummery 
ends in a sermon! A homily, madame—from 
youtome! Is’tnotstrange? You have changed 
name, dress, rank, residence, bearing, and now 
it seems your very nature is also changed. This 
is carrying the carnival to an extreme! 

[ Crossing to L. 


LUCRETIA (on his right. She grasps his arm, 
and draws him toward GENNARO, and 
points to him). 
Do you see that youth? 
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GUBETTA (L. C.). 
He is no stranger to me! He sleeps soundly 
now, but could sleep still sounder. 


LUCRETIA (C.). 
Is he not strangely beautiful? 


GUBETTA. 

He looks well enough for a solider, and would 
look better were his eyes not closed. A face like 
that without eyes is like a palace without win- 
dows. [They come down. 


LUCRETIA (R.). - 

Ah, you cannot dream, Gubetta, how tenderly 
T love him! 

GUBETTA (L.). 

No; that is a dream better suited for your 
royal husband! But your Highness lo3es time. 
That young soldier is reported to be in love with 
a fair young girl called Fiametta. 


LUCRETIA (eagerly). 
And the girl—does she return his love? Speak! 


GUBETTA. 
_ Most truly, it is said. 


LUCRETIA. 
Thank Heaven! Oh, how I pray for his hap- 
piness! , [She goes up to GENNARO. 
GUBETTA. 


Stranger still! Another change! I imagined 
those who loved to be jealous, and I never had 
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cause to consider your Highness an exception to 
the rule, to say the least. 


LUCRETIA (gazing on GENNARO). 
What a noble figure! and his countenance, 
so proud, and yet so melancholy! Leave me, 
Gubetta. 


GUBETTA (crossing to R.). 

I obey your Highness’s wishes. She’s met- 
amorphosed so strangely that I scarcely know 
her; and it will puzzle even her holy father the 
Pope, or his own brother the devil, to recognize 
her now, I fancy! 

[Havt GUBETTA, R. 1 E. LUCRETIA remains 
gazing a moment; then, perceiving the 
absence of GUBETTA, she looks around to 
see if she is alone, then speqgks. 


LUCRETIA. 

This, then, is he. At last I am so blest as to 
be permitted to gaze on his dear face without 
peril. Dear—oh, how dear thou art to me! 
[Pause. Enter Duke D’HsTE, L. U. E., ac- 

companied by RUSTIGHELLO, both masked 
and cloaked. They watch her motions, 
unseen by her. 

Oh, Heaven! spare me the anguish of ever 
being scorned or hated by him, for thou know- 
est he is all under heaven that I love! I dare 
not remove my mask, yet I must wipe away 
these flowing tears. 

[She takes off her mask, kisses GENNARO’S 
hand, and bends over him, then kneeling, 
clasps her hands as wf in prayer. 
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DUKE D’ESTE (at back L. U. E.). 

That is sufficient. My visit to Venice was to 
satisfy myself of her infidelity, and I have this 
night beheld enough to convince me that my 
suspicions are just. I will now return to Fer- 
rara. That young man is her lover! Whois 
he, Rustighello? 


RUSTIGHELLO. 

He is called Captain Gennaro, a soldier of 
fortune, brave and generous; a man, too, with- 
out parents or kin, so far as he knows. He is 
at present in the service of the republic of Venice. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
He must be brought to Ferrara. 


RUSTIGHELLO. 

He will proceed there of his own accord the 
day after to-morrow, with several of his com- 
rades, who are members of the embassy of Tri- 
polo and Grimani. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
*Tis well, ’tis well; he falls easily into the 
toils. We can now return. 
[Hxeunt D’EstE and RUSTIGHELLO, L. U. E. 


LUORETIA. 

Oh, Heaven! ‘may there be as much of happi- 
ness in store for him as there has been of misery 
endured by me! 

[She rises, looks anxiously round, kneels, and 
bends over GENNARO, parts the hair from 
his forehead, and fondly presses her lips 
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to wt. GENNARO starts and grasps her 
hand before she can rise, and partly ris- 
ing, exclaims : 


GENNARO. 

A woman! a kiss! by my faith, an adventure! 
[They come down stage.| Happy indeed must 
those slumbers be which beauty guards. On 
my honor, were you a queen and Ia poet this: 
would be an adventure for Alain Chartier, the 
troubadour of Provence. You have the grace, 
the bearing of a queen, but I, alas! am no poet; 
IT am but a soldier. 


LUCRETIA (L. C., wath dignity). 
Captain Gennaro, leave me, leave me. Some 
one approaches. In Heaven’s name, do not— 
do not follow! 
GENNARO (C.). 
Any command but that, and I am your slave. 


LUCRETIA (L. C.). 
Do not let your wild companions see me, I en- 
treat; and as you hope to see me more, follow 
me not now. | Heit. Lae BL 


GENNARO. 
““As I hope to see her more,’’ [’ll not lose 
sight of her now. 
[Hutt GENNARO, following, L. 2. E. 
[Hnter JEPPO, R. U. E., as they exeunt. Catches 
a glimpse of them. 


JEPPO. 
Halloa! Gennaro! What form is that which 
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he pursues? Can it be she? It is—it is, by 
heavens! That woman at Venice! What does 
she here? [Hnter MAFFIO, R. U. E.] Ha, Maffio! 


MAFFIO (down R. C.). 
How now? What is the matter? 


JEPPO (L. C.). 


She is here—that woman of whom we were 
speaking! she that— 


MAFFIO. 
Ha! are you sure? 


JEPPO. 


Quite; as I am that this is the palace of Bar- 
barigo, and not that of Labia. 


MAFFIO. 

She has an affair of gallantry with Gennaro, 
then! He must be saved. It is imperiously 
necessary to draw my brother from the spider’s 
web which that dangerous woman is weaving 
round him. Quick! let us seek and inform our 
friends. [Hxeunt, R. U. E. 
[Gondolas pass at back; music plays from 

_them. Re-enter GENNARO, holding the 

hand of LUCRETIA, L. 3 BE. She is now 
closely masked again. 


LUCRETIA (R.). 
The terrace is now deserted, and I can un- 
mask with safety. I wish you to see my face, 
Gennaro. [ Unmasks. 
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GENNARO (L., with rapture). 
Beautiful! Ah, signora, you are-very beauti- 
ful! 
LUCRETIA. 
Look, Gennaro, and look earnestly; then tell 
me you do not regard my features with horror. 


GENNARO. 
Horror, lady? On the contrary, my heart 1 in- 
voluntarily draws me toward you. 
[Attempts to clasp her. She avoids him. 


LUCRETIA. 

Tell me—oh, tell me truly!—could you love 
me? 

GENNARO. 

Why should I not love you, beautiful as thou 
art? But, frankly, my heart is not my own; I 
love another. 

LUCRETIA. 
I know who she is—the fair Fiametta. 


GENNARO. 
No, lady; oh, no! 


LUCRETIA. 
Ah! who, then? 
GENNARO. 
My mother. 
LUCRETIA. 
Your mother! your mother! Can it be that 
you love her above all others? 


GENNARO, 
Ay, ‘tis true; next my God, I adore my 
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mother! And yet I have never seen her face, 
nor heard her voice, nor felt her soft embrace, 
nor the warmth of her holy kiss upon my lips. 
How strange is the feeling that impels me to- 
ward you, and makes me speak of that which I 
never yet imparted even to my foster brother, 
Maffio Orsini! But it seems as if we had met 
before—I know not when or where. It is asa 
dream tome. But listen to me, lady. Of my 
origin I nothing know. I was reared to the age 
of seven years by a fisherman of Calabria, whom 
I had ever looked upon as my father. It was at 
that period he informed me he was not my sire 
—that he could not claim that sacred title. Some 
time after this, a-cavalier, with visor closed, 
brought me a letter, and then, without disclos-— 
ing his face or name, departed. That letter was 
from my mother. Ah, how full of love and ten- 
derness was that letter! It apprised me that I 
was of noble birth, of ancient family, but no 
more. She said that she herself was unhappy. 
Alas, my dear mother! 


LUCRETIA (wath great emotion). 
Dear, dear Gennaro! 


( 
\ 


GENNARO. 

Snes that day I have been an adventurer, pe- 
cause, being noble by birth, I wished to make 
myself truly so by my sword. I have roved 
over all Italy, to discover the secret of my birth, 
but in vain. Yet, no matter where I am, the 
first of every month the same messenger brings 
me a letter from my mother, receives my an- 


LUCRETIA BORGIA 321 


swer, and departs. We cannot even converse 
together, for he is deaf and dumb. 


LUCRETIA. 
And you know nothing of your family? 


GENNARO. 
I only know I have a mother that loves me, 
and is herself unhappy. 


LUCRETIA. 

And her Jetters, what have you done with 
them? 

GENNARO. 

Here! [Laying his hand upon his breast. | 
Here I have them, next my heart! The letters 
of my mother are the only breastplace I ever 
wear. Here is her last letter, lady. 
|GENNARO takes a letter from his bosom, kisses 

it, and hands vt to LUCRETIA. She opens 
and reads tt. 


LUCRETIA (reads). 

“‘Seek not to know me, my dear Gennaro, un- 
til the day which I shall appoint. I am ever 
surrounded by those who would destroy me, as 
they have your poor father. The secret of your 
birth, my cnild, must for the present be confined 
to myself. I fear your daring spirit would start 
forth and blazon to the world an origin so illus- 
- trious as yours. You cannot understand the 
perils by which you are surrounded. Oh, be 
content, then, for a little time, to know that you 
have a mother who adores you, and who watches 
night and day, unceasingly, over your safety. 
K VOL. 22 
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The time will come, dearest, when you may, 
without danger, know all; until then, as you re- 
gard your own life, and the life of her who gave 
you existence, seek not to know more. My son, 
my own Gennaro—adzeu! My heart beats wildly 
when I think of thee! my eyes fill with unre- 
strained tears of tenderness, and my hand fal- 
ters as I trace these lines for thy dear eyes to 
gaze upon, while language fails to express the 
depth, the fathomless depth, of my love for—’’ 
[She pauses, overcome with emotion, hands 
the letter back to him, which he again 
kisses and places in his bosom. 


GENNARO. 


Ah, madame, how tenderly you have read my 
poor mother’s words! You weep, too. Bless 
_ you, bless you, lady, for this kind sympathy. 
You can understand now why I do not yield 
myself up to pleasure, like my gay comrades. 
It is because my heart jis always full; one 
thought alone possesses it—my mother! Give 
me her—to console, to avenge, to serve—and 
then I can think of love. Iam a soldier of fort- 
_ une, it is true, but I fight no cause but a just 
one, for I live in the faith and cheering hope of 
one day laying at my mother’s feet a sword 
bright, unsullied by a single breath. I have 
ever refused the princely offers proffered me to 
enter the service of the infamous Lucretia 
Borgia, but— 

LUCRETIA. 
Gennaro, Gennaro, hold! You know not 
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what you say. Oh, you should pity the bad, 
though you condemn their deeds. 


GENNARO. 

Should we, then, pity those who are them- 
selves so pitiless? But let us speak no more of 
her. I have told you my history; tell me, lady, 
who you are. 

LUCRETIA. 

An unhappy woman who loves you purely, 
truly, holily. 

GENNARO. — 

And your name, lady? 


LUORETIA. 
Ask me no more now; I must not, dare not 
answer. 
MAFFIO (outside, R. U. E.). 
Nay, Jeppo, follow me; I insist. 


LUCRETIA (crossing to L. H.). 
Great Heaven! what is this? I cannot avoid 
them; it is too late! 


GENNARO. 

Fear not, lady; I will defend you with my life. 

[She hastily resumes her mask; then enter, R. 

3 B., MAFFio, JEPPO, ASCANIO, OLOFERNO, 

Aposto.o, Attendants with torches, Lords, 

Ladies, pages. etc., as from the palace 

within. Marrio and friends range down 

on R., LUCRETIA, L., GENNARO, L. Cc. Others 

group above and around, intently observ- 
ing all. 
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MAFFIO. 
Gennaro, know you to whom you are speak- 
ing of love? 
LUCRETIA (aside). 
Just Heaven, spare him and me! 


MAFFIO. 
Behold her face, and then—- [ Advancing. 


GENNARO (drawing his sword). 

Maffio Orsini, stand back! Youare my friend; 
youare all friends of mine; but, by heaven! who 
touches that mask, or lays finger upon this lady, 
save in kindness, dies. Be she what she may, 
she is a woman, and my sword and life are 
pledged to her defense. 


MAFFIO. 
We wish not to wrong her. Permit us to in- 
troduce ourselves. 


GENNARO ( pausing a moment). 
Well, be it so. [Retires up a little, c. 


MAFFIO (crossing to LUCRETIA). 
Madame, I am Maffio Orsini, brother to the 
Duke of Gravina, whom you caused to be 
‘stabbed in his dungeon. 


* JEPPO (crossing to her). 
Madame, I am Jeppo Liveretto, brother of 
Liveretto Vittelli, whom your ruffians strangled 
while he slept. 


ASCANIO (crossing to her). 
Madame, I am Ascanio Petrucca, cousin of 
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Pandolpho Petrucca, Lord of Sienne, who was 
assassinated by your order, that you might seize 
his fair city. 


GENNARO (in C., a little up). 
Gracious heavens! what means all this? 


OLOFERNO crossing to her). 
Madame, I am called Oloferno Vitellozzo, 
nephew of Iago D’Appiani, whom you poisoned 
at a féte, to pillage his lordly castle of Piombino. 


APOSTOLO (crossing to her). 

Madame, you beheaded Don Francisco Ga- 

zella, maternal uncle of Don Alphonse of Arra- 
gon, your third husband, whom you caused to 
be murdered on the grand staircase of St. 
Peter’s. I am cousin of one victim, and son 
of the other. 
’ [Each gentleman, after addressing LUCRETIA, 
passes up the stage, and falls down to his 
former situation on R., excepting JEPPO, 
who remains L. C., near GENNARO. 


LUCRETIA (L., aside). 
Oh, patience, patience! Must I bear all this? 


GENNARO (C.). 
In Heaven’s name, who is this woman? 


MAFFIO (R. C.). 
And now that we have proclaimed our names 
and titles, and stated our claims to your regard, 
permit us to reveal your name, 
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LUCRETIA. 

No, no, no! [Crossing to c., and falling on 
her knees.| Have pity! Spare me! Have 
compassion, though J merit none; but oh, do 
not speak! Plunge me into your deepest dun- 
geon, and proclaim it there! shriek it among 
howling fiends — anywhere — but not. before 
Gennaro! 


MAFFIO (drawing off her mask). 


Let us see if you can yet blush at your crimes. 
[She starts up. 


GENNARO (enraged, and drawing his sword). 


Maffio Orsini! thus to insult a woman! No 
more, but draw! 


JEPPO (L. H. Of GENNARO). 

Gennaro [laying his hand on his arm], you 
know not what you do! This woman, for whom 
you would risk your life, is an assassin and an 
adulteress! 


MAFFIO. 
And her name— 


LUCRETIA. 


Spare me! Oh, spare me this! As you hope 
for mercy, Spare me! 


MAFFIO. 


Her name, I say—’tis a spell to empty hell 
withal, and people earth with devils! Her 
name is— 
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LUCRETIA (turning to him). 
Gennaro, do not—do not listen! I entreat, 
on my knees, as thou dost revere thy mother, 
dear Gennaro! 
[GENNARO drops his sword at the word 
‘*Mother,’’ and clasps his hands. 


MAFFIO. 
Her name is Lucretia Borgia! 


GENNARO. 
Lucretia Borgia! horror! 

[He casts her from him with horror, while she, 
with a shriek of despair, starts up, ad- 
vances toward him a step, and falls faint- 
ing at his feet. 
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LAG Tie L 


ScENE.—Grand square in Ferrara. On the 
Ra palace, with a latticed balcony, and a 
grand escutcheon of stone, and with armo- 
rial bearings, over which, in bold relief, 
on a white surface of marble, is the word, 
““BorGtA,”’ 7n large gold letters. On the u. 
H. 7s a handsome edifice, opening upon the 
Square. Streets beyond, with domes, tow- 
ers, steeples, etc. A large and small door 


to palace 
SCENE I 
Enter from wv. D. of palace, LUCRETIA and 
GUBETTA 


LUCRETIA (L.). 
Ts all prepared for the night, Gubetta? 


GUBETTA (R.). 
All is quite ready, your Highness. 


: LUCRETIA. 
All five of them will be present? 


GUBETTA. 
They are all invited, madame. 


LUCRETIA (with bitterness). 
They have most cruelly outraged my feelings! 
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GUBETTA (coolly). 

I was not present. Did all proclaim your 
name? 

LUCRETIA. 

They insulted me, mocked my sufferings, 
vilified my character, publicly tore off my mask, 
and exposed my face, denounced my name with 
every epithet of ignominy—and all before him, 
of all others in this wide world; before Gennaro! 
Let me remember that! [Crosses to R. 


GUBETTA (L. H.). 

Fools, fools, to come to Ferrara, then, I trow! 
But I forgot they could not do otherwise, having 
been appointed by the senate members of the 
embassy, which, by the way, arrived here 
yesterday. 

LUCRETIA. 

Anything but that I would have borne. But 
that he—Gennaro—my life’s last hope—he now 
hates, despises me! And they have caused it 
all! Let me not forget it! O God, revenge 
shall yet be mine, be sure it shall! 

[ Crosses to L. H. 


GUBETTA (R.). 
I rejoice to hear it; I shall again be busy; I 
like it. 
LUCRETIA (L.). 
My very nature seemed changed; my resolves 


were pure, my aspirations holy. I could have 
borne all, ay, all but that—his hate! They 
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should have wrung my heart, and I would have 
bowed submissively before Heaven, so he had 
still thought kindly of me. But to poison him 
against me more deeply than ever! O Heaven! 
the very thought calls from the center of my 
heart, and my swelling brain throbs with 
anguish, while the dark spirit of despair shrieks ~ 
in my ear, ‘‘Revenge!’’ and it shall have it! 

[ Crosses to R. 


GUBETTA (L.). 

Good! good! I lke this! You are yourself 
again! Your fantasies of mercy have left you, 
and you act naturally once more. I am now 
at ease with your Highness. As fire opposes 
water; light, darkness; and black differs from 
white—so stand J opposed to the so-styled good 
and virtuous. 


LUCRETIA (R.). 
Did Gennaro come here with the others? 


GUBETTA 
He did, your Highness. 


LUCRETIA (sternly). 
Gubetta, on your life, see, I charge you, that 
‘nos harm comes to him! If a hair of his is 
touched, if he stands in peril, and you avert it 
not, beware the waked wrath of Lucretia Bor- 
gia! Would, would I could but see him once 
more! 
GUBETTA. 

That you can do at any hour. I induced his 

valet to take that house [ points to L. H.] for his 
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master. Your balcony commands a view of it, 
and, concealed from sight, you can see him go 
in and out as often as you choose to enjoy that 
ineffable delight. 


LUCRETIA. 
Nay, I would speak with him. 


GUBETTA. 
Nothing is easier, signora. Send Astolfo with 
a message that your Highness, to-day, at a cer- 
tain hour, would see him at the palace, on busi- 
ness of high import. 


LUCRETIA (thoughtfully). 
Yes, I could do that; but would he come? 
GUBETTA. 

He could be caused to obey. But goin, your 
Highness, for I momentarily expect them to pass 
this way. It were better that they saw you not. 
I will meet them. 

LUCRETIA. 

They still consider you the Count of Belverana? 


GUBETTA. 


Ay; I have convinced them on that point past 
doubt. I have borrowed their money. 


LUCRETIA. 
Borrowed their money! and why? 
GUBETTA. 


To have them in my power. Nothing binds 
friends so fast as money borrowed or lent; and 
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it is so decidedly Spanish, as an air of poverty, 
while at the same time we seize the devil by the 
tail. 
LUCRETIA. 
Silence, sir! This is no time for jests. But 
see, they are coming down yonder street, and 
Gennaro is with them. Gubetta, I charge you, 
guard from harm or danger Gennaro! 
[Exit Lucretia into palace, U. D. 


GUBETTA. 

Who the devil 2s this Gennaro, in whom she 
takes such an interest? and what the devil does 
she design doing with him? It is quite plain 
I am not in all the secrets of this fair lady. 
It touches my curiosity. In faith, she has not 
reposed her usual confidence in me in this mat- 
ter. Madame Lucretia is becoming platonic. 
Well, I am astonished at nothing. But here 
are the young bloods of Venice. They are not 
overwise, to leave the free state of Venice and 
come to Ferrara after having offended the Duch- 
ess of Ferrara. Were J they, I should have 
stayed away. But young people will be rash. 
The throat of a tigress is of all sublunary places 
that into which they precipitate themselves most 
eagerly. Well, let the fools have their way. 

[Retires behind a pillar of the balcony. 
[Enter, L. ¥. E., Marrio, APOSTOLO, JEPPO, 
ASCANIO, OLOFERNO, and GENNARO. They 
converse in a low tone and with inquietude. 


MAFFIO. 
Say what you please, friends, but we are not 


LUCRETIA BORGIA 333 


very safe here in Ferrara, after having insulted 
the Duchess, Lucretia Borgia. 


APOSTOLO. 

But what could we do? The signory of Venice 
appointed us, and their fiat is imperative, were 
it to exterminate one’s own family. There is no 
disguising it, however, that Lucretia Borgia is 
to be dreaded, and she is supreme in Ferrara. 


JEPPO. 

She dare not harm us; we are in the service 
of the republic of Venice, and form a part of her 
embassy. Let this duchess touch a hair of our 
heads, and the doge would instantly declare war; 
and Ferrara would not willingly rub against 
Venice now. 

MAFFIO. 

Ah, you may be stretched at full length in 
your sepulcher without touching a hawr of your 
head. Itis by potson the Borgia family effect 
their purposes—a poison of so subtle a nature 
that no medicine on earth can remedy. It is 
sure and deadly, noiseless, and better than the 
ax or the poniard. These Borgias have poisons 
which kill in a day, a month, or year, as they 
please. It is by it they impart a more pleasing 
flavor to their wines, so that the drinker more 
eagerly drains his cup, and, with joy and rapt- 
ure in his face, falls dead. Sometimes a foe of 
the Borgias falls into a state of melancholy, his 
skin wrinkles, his eyes sink deep in the head, 
his hair turns white, the teeth fall out, his knees 
are weak, and while he breathes, you hear the 
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death-ratitle in his throat. Sleep forsakes him; 
he shivers in the noonday sun with cold, and 
youth puts on the appearance of old age. He 
dies, and then it is recollected that he drank a 
cup of Cypress wine at the palace of a Borgia! 


ASCANIO. 

This is horrible! It were well that we quit 
Ferrara. Our embassadors have an audience 
of the Duke to-day, and we shall then be at 
liberty to leave. I would we had never come. 


JEPPO. 

Well, to-morrow we can go. Iam invited to 
sup with the Princess Negroni, with whom I am 
almost in love, and I would not fly‘from the 
prettiest woman in all Ferrara. 


OLOFERNO. 
The Princess Negroni? I am invited too! 


MAFFIO. 

And I! 
APOSTOLO. 

And I! 
ASCANIO. 

And [! 
ieee GUBETTA. 


And so am I, gentlemen. 
[Coming forward from behind pillar. 


JEPPO. 
Aha! the Count of Belverana! [Shaking his 
hand. Good! we'll all go together, and a merry 
night we'll make it! 
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GUBETTA (crossing to JEPPO). 
May his holiness have you in sacred keeping 
many years, Signor Jeppo. 


MAFFIO (in a low tone, to JEPPO). 

Let us not go to this feast to-night. I have a 
presentiment of ill; and, besides, I distrust this 
amiable count. 

JEPPO. 

Pooh! he was my father’s companion in arms! 
But do as you please; I shall go. 

[LucRETIA appears on the balcony, R., listen- 
ing. 


ASCANIO (to GENNARO, who is musing, L. H.). 
Speak! Are you not invited, Captain? 


- GENNARO. 
No; the Princess would not notice a poor sol- 
dier like myself. But she would have found me 
bad company at the best. 


MAFFIO (crossing to GENNARO). 
Ab! Isuspect you have a rendezvous d’amour; 
is it not so? 
JEPPO. 
Apropos! tell us what said the fair Lucretia 
to you the other evening. She is in love with 
you, ’tis clear. Masked face, but a naked neart! 


MAFFIO. 
And, my brother, you have taken lodgings 
directly opposite to hers. Ah, Gennaro, Gen- 
naro! 
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JEPPO. 


Take care, Gennaro, for they do say the Duke 
is not alittle jealous of his beautiful wife. Come, 
enlighten us poor devils about her—do! 


ALL. 

Ay, do! Signor Gennaro in love! Ha, ha, 
ha! 

GENNARO. 

Gentlemen, I have borne your raillery thus 
long, because we are sworn friends; but if you 
couple my name again with that of the infamous 
Lucretia Borgia, you will see swords flashing in 


the sun! I respect you all, but I respect my 
honor more! 


LUCRETIA (asvde). 
Alas! alas! they have accomplished it! He 
hates my very name! 
MAFFIO. 


Why, Gennaro, brother, we are only indulg- 
ing in a little pleasantry, and we have good 
right to do so when a gallant cavalier wears a 
lady’s colors on his bosom. 


GENNARO. 
I! What mean you? 


MAFFIO (pointing to his scarf). 
That scarf 
JEPPO. 
Yes, my friend, that scarf. Is it not the 
colors of the Duchess? 
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“Know you to whom you are speaking of love?”’ 


—Victor Hugo, Vol. XXIL., p, 824, 
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GENNARO. 


This scarf was sent me by Fiametta Berano, 
in Venice. 
MAFFIO. 
You may believe so, if you like, but ’twas 
from the hands of the fair Lucretia, Ill be 
sworn. 


GENNARO. 
Gentlemen, I’m in no mood for jesting now. 
Are you sure of what you say? 


JEPPO. 

Sure! Why, every child knows the colors of 
the Duchess; and, to be plain, your own valet 
was bribed to tell you this tale, as from Fia- 
metta; he acknowledged it to me. 


GENNARO. 


Damnatien! [Tears off the scarf, and tram- 
ples it under foot.| Thus do I tread upon her 
gifts, and thus do I scorn the terrible Borgia! 

[ Crosses to R. C. 


LUCRETIA (with great feeling, pressing her 

hands to her forehead). 

Tis past! Farewell all my bright visions of 
happiness! Oh, farewell to peace! He tram- 
ples on my very heart! It is not him I blame; 
but let those who have caused this, and planted 
in his heart this horror, beware of a greater one! 
Let them now, if they can, escape from the 
awakened wrath of the scorned Lucretia Borgia! 

[She retires from the balcony. 
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MAFFIO. 

How bright and beautiful she is—this Lu- © 

cretia—notwithstanding her fiendish nature! I 
am told she was not always so. 


GENNARO. 

Name her not again! I scorn—detest her! 
Love her, said you? Love the woman who 
murdered your brother, whose place I now fill’ 
in your heart! Let us think only of that! See, 
here is the accursed palace of luxury, and seat 
of festering crime—the home of a Borgia! The 
mark of infamy which I cannot stamp upon the 
forehead of this woman I will leave at least on 
the front of her palace! 

[He leaps on to a stone step, and with his 
dagger erases the first letter of the word 
Borata on the wall, so that there remains 
but the word ORGIA. 


MAFFIO. 
For God’s sake, Gennaro, what have you 
done? Your life is now in deadly peril every 
coming moment! 


GUBETTA (R. corner). 

Signor, you have but shortened the lady’s 
name by a letter; when next she meets you, 
she’ll shorten your body by a head, at least! 
Half the city will to-morrow be questioned for 
that pun, signor. 


GENNARO. 
Let the other half, then, say it was I, and be 
you the first! 


oe 
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MAFFIO. 

Gentlemen, let us leave this place. I like it 

not; and have you not observed those two men, 
who seem to have been watching us? 


JEPPO. 
Thave. They are, no doubt, a couple of ami- 
able cutthroats. 
MAFFIO, 
Gennaro, as you value the safety of your 
friends, no more bravado! If you are in peril, 
I have sworn to share it, remember! 


GENNARO. 
Your hand, brother. Fear me not. Gentle- 
men, good-night. | Hat wnto house on L. H. 


JEPPO (going up with the others). 

Good-night. The very devil is in our friend 
to-night. Gentlemen, pause. <A last look! 
[All turn round; pointing at the word.] 
Orgia! That is indeed a joke! 

[All exeunt, L. U. E., laughing, except Gu- 
BETTA. 
GUBETTA. 

A joke, is it? Ha, ha! I’m a little afraid, my 
friends, that you’ll find it a serious one before 
the Duchess and myself have got over it. And 
Gennaro, too! Ha, ha, ha! Good, good! very 
good! I like that! The lady will not relish 
such a joke, even from him. I shall soon be 
wanted, I see plainly. The devil never deserts 
his friends, and Iamafavored subject. I thank 
him. [| Hait into palace through v. D. 
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SCENE II 


A street in Ferrara. Enter RUSTIGHELLO, 
r., and ASTOLFO, L. H. 


ASTOLFO. 
Good-day. What movement brought you this 
way? 
RUSTIGHELLO. 
The usual one, I believe. 


ASTOLFO. 
Well, what are you doing here? 


RUSTIGHELLO. 


Watching and waiting for you to be gone. 
And what are you doing? 


ASTOLFO. 
Watching and waiting for you to be gone. 


RUSTIGHELLO. 
Indeed! Whom are you looking for? 


ASTOLFO. 
The young Venetian, Captain Gennaro. 


: RUSTIGHELLO. 
And so am I—with an invitation from the 
Duke. 
ASTOLFO. 
And I bear an invitation from the Duchess. 


» 
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RUSTIGHELLO. 
‘What awaits him from the Duchess, think you? 


ASTOLFO. 
Love, no doubt. What from the Duke? 


RUSTIGHELLO. 
Death, no doubt. 


ASTOLFO. 
What’s to be done? He can’t wait on both 
these invitations very well at once. He can’t 
be a lover and a corpse at the same time. 


RUSTIGHELLO. 

Stay, I have an idea how we can settle this. 
Here’s a ducat. I’ll toss it up, and let the side 
which turns up determine which of us shall have 
the guest. I choose the Duke’s head; the cross- 
shall be yours. 

ASTOLFO. 

So be it. If I lose, I'll tell the Duchess the 
bird had flown; and if you lose, you must say 
the same to the Duke. 


RUSTIGHELLO. 
Certainly. It matters little to me which of us 
wins; so here goes. I say, ‘‘head’s up!’’ 
[Tosses up the corn. 


ASTOLFO. 

And ‘‘head’’ it is. He is yours, and will die. 
The man was born to be hanged, it seems. So 
be it. Fate settles it, not I. There’s his lodg- 
ing. (u. H.). Now I'll return to the Duchess. 

‘[Ecit, RB. 
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RUSTIGHELLO. 


Now for the Captain! The Duke invites! 


| Haet,.L. H. 


SCENE III 


A splendid apartment in the ducal palace. 


Hangings of tapestry of Hungarian 
leather, elaborately stamped with ara- 
besque and grotesque figures of gold, in 
the style of the fifteenth century (the lat- 
ter part). A large door in c., and two 
small doors R.and Lu. H. The one on L. H. 
as a secret door, and looks like the panel- 
ing, until vt 1s opened. On XR. H., state 
chair, embrovdered with arms of the house 
of D'Este. On Rk. c. an elegant table, cov- 
ered with a rich cloth of scarlet, with 
books, papers, rich inkstand, pens, ete. 
A Gothic chair beside the table. Don 
ALPHONSO D’EstE, DUKE OF FERRARA, 
in splendid attire, in his robe of rank, is 
discovered at table writing. Enter Rus- 
TIGHELLO, L. H. D., 1 E. 


RUSTIGHELLO. 


My lord duke, your first orders are executed. 
The prisoner is in the palace. I await your 
further order. 


DUKE D’ESTE (taking a small key from bosom). 
Take this key and go to the Numa Gallery; 


Be 
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count all the panels of the wainscot, commenc- 
ing at the figure of Hercules, till you come to 
the twenty-third. Search carefully, and in the 
mouth of one of the painted dragons you will 
find a small opening. Insert this key, then 
press upon it, and the panel will turn, as upon 
pivots. In this secret recess you will find a 
small salver of gold, and near it a golden flagon, 
and a flagon of silver, with two enamel cups. 
Take them, without disturbing their contents in 
any way, to my private cabinet. I need not 
warn you not to taste their contents. 


RUSTIGHELLO. 
Is that all, my lord? 


DUKE D’ESTE. 


No; when you have executed my order, do 
you take your station in my cabinet, there (R. D. 
F.), where you may hear all that passes. If I 
ring this silver bell, immediately enter with 
your drawn sword; but if I call you by name, 
enter with the salver and wine. Go! 
[RUSTIGHELLO bows and exits by the small 

D.R. H. in F. THE DUKE rises, paces the 
chamber with an agitated air a moment, 
and then throws himself into his chair, 
and leans his head upon his hands. En- 
ter ASTOLFO, C. D. 


ASTOLFO. 


My lady the Duchess demands an audience 
with your Highness. 
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DUKE D’ESTE. 


We await the Duchess. 
[Exit AsToLFo, co. D. Hnter THE DUCHESS 
LUCRETIA, C. D., ampetuously. 


LUCRETIA. 


My lord duke, some one has mutilated the 
name of your wife, engraved over the armorial 
bearings of our house, in front of this palace; 
some one of your people, I fear itis. This is an 
indignity too infamous patiently to bear. It has 
been done in public, in the broad face of day. 
Do you hear it, sir? I know not the offender’s 
name; but, by the Virgin! I will not tamely 
tolerate this insult. I would rather a thousand 
times die by the poniard than have my name 
made the vile jest, the quibble and sarcasm of 
the rabble. I demand justice! Can you calmly 
sit there and hear of this insult to your wife? 
Or is it because it is not against yourself that 
you bear it thus? You say you love me; show 
that you love my fair fame. You are jealous, 
too; show that it is for my reputation. I de- 
mand justice! You are the Duke, and can give 
it. You are my husband, and shall protect me! 
You have given me your hand, and I now de- 
mand the strength of your strong arm. 


RUKE D’ESTE (calmly). 
Madame, what you complain of was known to 
me. 
LUCRETIA. 
Known, sir, and the criminal not discovered! 


oe 
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DUKE D’ESTE. 
The criminal 7s discovered. 


LUCRETIA. 
Let him be instantly arrested. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
He ¢s arrested. 


LUCRETIA. 
Then why is he not punished? 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
I awaited your counsel, madame. 


LUCRETIA. 
I thank you. Where is the miscreant? 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
Here, in the palace. 


LUCRETIA. 
Here! He shall be made an example of. It 
is high treason, my lord. It is fitting that the 
head which conceives and the hand that executes 
should be forfeited. I will pass sentence with 
my own lips. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
You shall do so. Baptiste! [Hnter Bap- 
TISTE, L. H. D., 1 E.] Show in the prisoner. 
[Hait BAPTISTE, L. H. D.,1 E. THE DUKE rises. 


LUCRETIA. 
A word yet, my lord. Be this man who he 
may—one of your own family, an officer of 
your household, even a subject of Venice— 
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swear by your ducal crown he shall not depart 
alive! 
DUKE D’ESTE. 

Mark me well. I swear, by my sacred honor 
and by my ducal crown, he dzes, be he who. he 
may! 

LUCRETIA. 

My lord, I'am content; now I would see the 
prisoner. 

*[ Enter, L. H. D. 1 E., GENNARO, disarmed, and 
four Guards. THE DUKE sits in state 
chair, R. H. 


. LUCRETIA (seated in chair, L. of table). 


Gennaro! [With agony.| My lord, what 
fatality is this? 


DUKE D’ESTE (smiling, and in an undertone). 
What! you know this man, then, Lucretia? 
[She gazes a moment on him, then sinks into 

the chair at table. 


GENNARO. 

My lord duke, I am a simple captain in the 
service of Venice. You have ordered my arrest; 
T' address you with that respect befitting your 
rank, and ask of what I stand accused. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 


Signor, the crime of high treason! The family 
name of our much loved duchess, Lucretia Bor- 
gia, has been shamefully mutilated on the facade 
of our own ducal palace. ‘We seek the criminal. 


» 


LUCRETIA BORGIA 347 


LUCRETIA (eagerly). 
It is not he, Alphonso! It is not this young 
man! 
DUKE D’ESTE. 
How know you that, Lucretia? 


LUCRETIA. 
It cannot be. He is of Venice, not of Ferrara. 
The act was committed this morning, and he was 
then, I’m told, with one named Fiametta. 


GENNARO (L.). 
Your pardon. It is not true, your Highness. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
You see your Highness has been wrongly in- 
formed. Captain, on your honor, are you the 
man who committed this offense? 


LUCRETIA (rises in terror). 
Air! air! I suffocate! [Crosses to L., and 
in passing whispers to GENNARO, rapidly. | 
Oh, say it was not you! 


DUKE D’ESTE (asvde). 
She whispered him as she passed! 


GENNARO. 

Duke Alphonso, the fisherman of Calabria, 
who reared me, taught me this maxim: ‘‘Do 
what you promise, and honestly say what you 
have done.’’ By acting thus, one may often 
hazard life, but he preserves his honor. Duke, 
I am the man! 
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DUKE D’ESTE. 

Madame, you have my oath on my ducal 
crown! 
LUCRETIA (with effort). 

Guards, retire with your prisoner a moment. 
My lord, a word with you. 

[THE DUKE comes down. 
[Exeunt Baptiste and Guards, D. L. 1 E., 
with GENNARO. 


DUKE D’ESTE (R.). 
Madame, what would you with me? 


LUCRETIA (L.). 


It is my will, Alphonso, that this young man 
should live. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 

Indeed! how very strange! A few moments 
since, you demanded, with tears and impreca- 
tions, justice against one who had insulted you. 
You made me pledge my word—nay, swear an 
oath, that the offender should die. I did so. _ 
You have my oath. He is guilty, by his own 
confession; and again, mark me, by my soul he 
dies! You are at liberty to choose the manner 
of his death; but I have called God to witness 
an oath, and it shall be sacred. 


LUCRETIA (laughing, and with great tender- 
ness). 
Don Alphonso, I am a true woman—wayward 
and capricious, spoiled by foolish. indulgence. 


ay 
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You know my temper. Let us reason, cordially, 

tenderly, ike man and wife. Be seated. 

[Lucretia sits R. of table. THE DUKE kneels 
to her on footstool on her left. 


DUKE D’ESTE (with an air of gallantry). 
At your feet. I am ever happy to be here, 
for you are queen of love, as well as of beauty. 


LUCRETIA. 

You know I love you, Alphonso. I am cold 
sometimes, and it is natural to my character; 
but it does not proceed from want of affection 
for you. Whenever you have chid me mildly, 
have I-not yielded? and I would do so ever, 
dear lord! 

DUKE D’ESTE. 

Nay, I bow to you. My fair wife. [Puttong 
his arm round her waist.| You are brilliant 
as the star of evening, and your bright eyes, 
soft lips, and angel form would wake an ancho- 
rite to passion. 

LUCRETIA. 

Is it not ridiculous that we should quarrel— 
we who are seated on the first ducal throne 
in the world—about a Venetian adventurer, a 
mere soldier of fortune? We must put him 
away, and say no more about it. A silly brag- 
gart to annoy,us thus! Let him depart. I will 
tell Baptiste to send this Gennaro out of Fer- 
rara instantly, that he may no longer be the 
cause of discord. 

DUKE D’ESTE. 
Nay; why such haste? There is time enough. 
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LUCRETIA. : 
I wish to have it from our thoughts. Nay, 
you must let me have this affair my own way. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
This must be my way, Lucretia. The man 
must die! 
LUCRETIA. 
Why, what cause have you to wish for this 
young man’s life? 


DUKE D’ESTE (rising). 

My word is given. The oath of a prince is 
sacred, 

. LUCRETIA. 

That is well enough to tell the people; but 
between you and me, Alphonso, we know what 
itis. You gave your oath to Petrucci to render 
Sienne; you have not done it, nor ought you to 
doit. The history of nations is full of this. 


DUKE D’ESTE (L.). 
But, Lucretia, an oath! 


LUCRETIA (R.). 

Give me no more of such reasoning; I am no 
fool. Come, give me his life as readily as you 
gave me his death, unless you have a reason to 
give instead. You are silent. It is I who am 
insulted, not. you. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
That is precisely why I will not accord him 
grace. 
LUCRETIA. 
My lord, if you love me, you will no longer 
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deny this trivial boon. Let us’ be merciful. 
Mercy, Alphonso, is that quality alone in which 
man may imitate his Maker. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 

Mark me, for the last time! I can not, will 
not! He dies! 

LUCRETIA. 

“*Will not’? and ‘‘can not’?! Why will you 
not? 

DUKE D’ESTE. 

I will tell you why. This adventurer is your 
lover! [She starts.] You sought him in Ven- 
ice, and met him there. I was on your track; I 
followed you; saw you, masked and breathless, 
bending over his sleeping form, while the burn- 
ing kiss was fastened on his lips. It is time to 
avenge my honor; and if in no other way [ll 
trench round my nuptial couch a rivulet of 
blood! Watch well your lovers hereafter, for 
the door by which they enter you may guard as 
you please; but at the door by which they de- 
part shall be but one porter, and he the heads- 
man! [ Crosses to R. 

LUCRETIA (L.). 

My lord, I swear to you solemnly, you wrong 
him and me. 

DUKE D’ESTE (R.). 

Nay, it is useless. ‘‘Oaths are well enough 
for the people. Give me no more such reason- 
ing. Iam no fool.”’ 


LUCRETIA. 
Oh, Alphonso! if you knew— 
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DUKE D’ESTE. 
Hold, madame! Hear, once for all! I hate 
the whole bloodthirsty race of Borgia; and you, 
whom I have so fondly, fervently loved, I now 
cast from my heart forever! I know your 
whole race to be polluted by every crime. 


LUCRETIA (kneeling). 

My lord! my lord! use me as you will; heap 
upon me every epithet of reproach; but, in the 
name of the holy Mother, spare, oh spare, this 
Gennaro! 

DUKE D’ESTE. 

Within one hour you may have his corpse! 

He dies, by my soul! 


LUCRETIA (starting wp, and with great em- 
phasis, folding her arms on her bosom). 

Duke of Ferrara, beware! I am Lucretia 
Borgia; and there does not breathe on earth the 
being who has scorned and yet escaped my ven- 
geance! [Crosses to R. 

DUKE D’ESTE (L.). 

I fear you not. I am a man and a soldier! 
My duchy swarms with warriors good and true. 
I fear not the Pope with his Vatican thunders, 
for I have not, like the poor King of Naples, 
resigned my artillery into his hand, nor shall I 
‘do so. 

é LUCRETIA. 

You may repent this language, my lord. You 

forget who-I am. 
DUKE D’ESTE. 
You are Lucretia Borgia! You are the 


ray 


i 
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DON ALPHONSO D’ESTE. 
—Victor Hugo, Vol. XXII., p. 342, 
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daughter of Saint Peter, but you are not at 
Rome. You are the wife, subject, and servant 
of Alphonso, Duke of Ferrara, who can com- 
mand and will enforce obedience and respect. 
[She gazes a moment at him,and then she 
sinks into the ducal chair, pale ana trembling 
with rage and fear.| Why, how is this? You 
tremble! You may well doso! I am no longer 
your slave, for, regardless of a censorious world, 
my future course is marked; and now this the 
first of your lovers whom I have put my hand 
upon, dzes! The choice of his death is with 
you; quick! decide! 
LUCRETIA. 

O my God! my God! Would I dare tell all! 
Oh, Alphonso, listen to me! How can he be 
my lover who so grossly insults me? 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
- Do lovers never quarrel? His mode of death 
—decide! No answer? Then the sword! 
[About to rarse the bell from table. 


LUCRETIA (seizing his hand). 
Stay! oh, stay! 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
Will you please to pour out for your lover a 
glass of Syracuse wine? 


LUCRETIA. 
Oh, Gennaro! 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
He must die. 
L VoL. 22 


354 DRAMAS OF VICTOR HUGO 


LUCRETIA. 
Not by the sword! not by the sword! I—I— 
choose the other mode. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 

You caraot deceive ma! The wine must be 
poured out from the gold flagon! You know 
its superior qualities; and till he drinks, be sure 
I leave not your side. Baptiste!’ [Hnter Bap- 
TISTE, L. H. D. 1 £.] Bring in your prisoner! 
[BAPTISTE exits and re-enters, L. H. D. 1 E., 
with GENNARO, guarded, as before.| Captain 
Gennaro, we have reason to believe the offense 
of this morning was the thoughtless folly of 
youth, rather than malice and design of insult. 
On this-account the Duchess of Ferrara pardons 
you, on condition that you immediately depart 
for Venice. You are called brave and generous, 
and we desire not to deprive the Republic of a 
single faithful arm now, when Candia and Cy- 
prus are threatened by the Saracen. 


GENNARO (L.). 
My lord duke, your clemency has my thanks, 
and doubly so, as I looked not for mercy at your 
hands. I thank you. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
- Well, that is past. How like you the service 
of Venice? _On what conditions are you engaged? 


GENNARO. 
IT command fifty mounted men, my lord, whom 
I feed, clothe, and pay; for which I am allowed 
two thousand sequins of gold a year. 
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DUKE D’ESTE. 
Would you enter my service if I were to give 
you four thousand sequins? 


GENNARO. 
For two years I must still serve the republic 
of Venice, for which term I am bound. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 
How ‘‘bound,’’ Captain? 


GENNARO. 
My lord, by oath. 


DUKE D’ESTE (low to LucrEtTIA, with a smile). 
You hear, madame; even a poor adventurer 
regards his ‘‘oath.’’? [Aloud to GENNARO.| Have 
you any favor to ask, any boon to crave, before — 
you leave Ferrara? 
GENNARO. 

I have not; but I will mention one thing be- 
fore I depart, as an equivalent return for the life 
you have now spared. As your clemency has 
been freely extended, I name it, but should not 
have done so otherwise. Your Highness may 
not have forgotten that at the storming of 
Faenza, two years since, your brother, the 
Duke Hercules d’Este, was in deadly peril 
from two halberdiers of the enemy. His life 
was saved by a young soldier of Venice. 


DUKE D’ESTE (rising). 
Tis true, and I have sought that brave soldier 
in vain. 
GENNARO. 
He now stands before you, Duke! 
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DUKE D’ESTE. 

Ah, is it so, indeed? My gallant captain! 
[Comes forward, and grasps his hand. THE 
DucueEss starts up, and advances, R. H.; after 
a pause, returns to seat. THe DUKE observ- 
ing the joy of THE DUCHESS drops GENNARO’S 
hand.| Will you accept this purse of gold sequins? 

GENNARO (L.). 

My lord duke, I am pledged to the Republic 
not to receive gold from any foreign prince. 
Yet though I may not take it for myself, I will, 


with your permission, present it to these brave 
soldiers here—my guard. 


DUKE D’ESTE (C.). 
The purse is yours. But you will not refuse 
to join us in a glass of Syracusan wine? 
, [Going up to table. 
GENNARO. 
Most willingly, my lord. 


DUKE D’ESTE (at table). 
Rustighello! [He enters, R.D.¥F.] The wine! 
[He exits.) And to do honor to the brave sol- 
dier who saved my brother’s life, the Duchess 
shall with her own fair hand pour out for you. 
[GENNARO bows, and turns to the soldiers, to 
whom he gives the money. Hnter Rustt- 
GHELLO, with the wine, R. D. F.| ’Tis well. 
[| Aszde.| Lucretia, listen to what I tell this 
man. [Yo RUSTIGHELLO.|] Place yourself near 
that door; if I ring this bell, enter with your 
drawn sword. Now go! [Hait RusTiGHELLOo, 
R.D.F.] Captain Gennaro! Madame, pour out 

for our friend, from the gold flagon. 


LUCRETIA (seated rR. of table. In alow tone 
to THE DUKE). 
Oh, must it be? Alphonso! husband! think 
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—he saved your brother’s life! Must it be so? 
As there is a heaven above, I swear to you your 
suspicions are false? Did you but know what 
a horrible crime you are forcing me to commit, 
you would pause, my lord—you would pause! 


DUKE D’ESTE (L. of table, carelessly). 
Take care, Lucretia; do not mistake the flagon. 
Pray, what may be your age, Captain? 
[THE Duke fills for himself from the silver 
jflagon, and raises it to his lips. 


GENNARO (L. C.). 
Twenty years, your Highness. 
[THE DucusEss ts about to fill from the silver 
flagon the cup which GENNARO holds out 
as he replies. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 

Lucretia, fill from the gold flagon, if you please 
—or, shall I ring for the servant who waits my 
order at the door? It would, indeed, have been 
cruel, Lucretia, to have cut him off from life, 
from love, from the bright future that is before 
him—on the very threshold of manhood, too, 
only twenty years of age—from the gay fétes, 
- the masks, and carnivals of Venice, and the fair 
ones who love him, and whom he doubtless loves, 
would it not? 


LUCRETIA (aszde). 


Oh, heaven! if he would but meet my eye, I 
might warn him with a glance. 


GENNARO. 

My lord duke, I value not life; but for the 
sake of my poor mother, I thank you for pre- 
serving it. 

LUCRETIA. 
Oh, horror! [Aside. Sinks into chair. 
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DUKE D’ESTE. 


Your health, Captain Gennaro. May you live 
a thousand years. 


GENNARO. 
God bless you, my lord duke. —_[ Both drink. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 

Farewell, Captain; you are free to depart, 
and I wish you a safe and a speedy journey. I 
must leave younow. |THE DUKErises. Aside, 
to LucRETIA.| I leave you with your lover, Lu-. 
cretia. He is now all your own—yours while 
he lives; and if you choose to share his fate, you 
are at liberty to be his in death. Thus perish 
all your paramours, madame! [ F616. C21De 


LUCRETIA. 

Guards, you may withdraw. [Eait Guards, 
L. 18. LucREtTIA watches them off, then starts 
up wildly from her seat, goes to c. D.,R. H. D. 
F., and D. L.10¢.; fastens them; then rushes 
to GENNARO, and exclaims :] Gennaro, Gen- 
naro, you are poisoned! 


GENNARO. 
Poisoned, madame! ' 


LUCRETIA. 
Yes, yes, Gennaro. Oh, my God, you are 
poisoned ! 
GENNARO. 


The wine was poured out by your own hand. 
True, true, I might have suspected it. You are 
Lucretia Borgia! 


, LUCRETIA, 


Gennaro, Gennaro, you will drive me mad! 
Do not, oh, do not you reproach me, or my 
senses will forsake me! Listen to me. The 


LUCRETIA BORGIA 359 


Duke is mad with jealousy, believes you to be 
my lover, and left me no alternative but to see 
you poniarded by Rustighello (who is even now 
there) or pour out for you that wine with my 
own hands. It is a sure and deadly poison—a 
poison the very mention of which makes every 
Italian turn pale who knows the history of the 
last twenty years; it is the poison— 


_GENNARO. 
Of the Borgias. 


LUCRETIA. 

Yes, and you haveitin your veins! I can and 
must save you! [Producing a small and ele- 
gant gold phial from her bosom.| Here, here 
is an antidote, known but to two persons in the 
wide world—my father and myself. Quick! one 
drop on your lip, and you are saved! 

[She upproaches with the phial; he recoils 
from her, and gazes fixedly upon her 
face. 

GENNARO. 

Madame, is not this the poison? 

LUCRETIA. 
Oh, misery! misery! 


GENNARO. 

I have not forgotten the fate of the brother 
of Bajazet. He was persuaded that he was 
poisoned, and took the proffered antidote; it 
caused his death. 

LUCRETIA. 


Great Heaven! must he perish by my hand? 
Oh, wretched, wretched woman that I am! 
Gennaro, hear me! [On her knees.] By the 
dread name of Him who readest the hearts of 
all, by the sacred love you bear your mother, I 
swear you are poisoned! Drink, drink this, ere 
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I go mad! ‘Your reproaches crush me, warp my 
reason; but I have but one thought, hope, wish, 
prayer—to save you! Ourse me, heap on my 
‘head your maledictions, crush me with contempt 
and scorn, but, as you ever hope to know your 
mother, drink this! 
GENNARO. 

Madame, I saved the life of the Duke’s brother; 
he is loyal and noble. You I have offended, and 
I have reason to dread your vengeance. 


LUCRETIA. 

Gennaro, if to give up my whole life would 
add one hour to yours; if to spill the last drop 
of my blood could hinder you from shedding one 
tear; if by torture I could seat you on a throne 
—I would not: hesitate, murmur; I would do it, 
and die happy, too happy, to be your slave! The 
Duke may soon return; he thinks you already 
dead; in a few moments it will be too late to 
save! Itis a choice of life or death! Gennaro, 
drink this, and live! 

GENNARO. 

Lucretia Borgia, give me the phial! Tama 
friendless orphan, a lone being on earth. It 
may be that you speak truly; if not, be sure 
the God of the fatherless will avenge me. 

| He drinks, and hands it to her. 


LUCRETIA (falls on her knees in thankfulness). 

He’s saved! he’s saved! thank God, he’s 
saved! [Azsing.| Now lose not a moment, 
but mount a fleet steed, and begone! I have 
already sent one to your house; he waits your 
coming. Hscape to Venice, and Heaven guard 
you! Have-you money? 

GENNARO. 


Thave, madame. [She takes him up to secret 
door, L. F., and opens tt. 
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LUCRETIA. ' 
Stay one instant. Here, take this phial; keep 
it ever near you, for poison isinevery cup! Now 
fly for your life! Yet one word more, and then 
farewell forever! 
GENNARO. 


Speak! I trust you now; [ listen. 


LUCRETIA (with great emotion). 

Weare parting forever. I had hoped to have 
seen you during your bright career—to have 
marked your rising greatness. It cannot be; 
it puts your life in peril. We are parting, then, 
forever in this life! Gennaro, Gennaro, one 
. word; have you not one kind word for me at 
parting—only one, for the being who loves you 
better than her own soul; only one, ere we sepa- 
rate for eternity? 

GENNARO. 

You have saved my life, you say. I will be- 
lieve it; I will forget all I ever heard—ay, If will 
leave you with Heaven’s blessing, if you but 
swear, by all that is sacred (by my own life, 
since I am dear to you), that your crimes have not 
caused misery to my dear but unknown mother. 


LUCRETIA. 

Gennaro, all I ever utter to you is truth; I 
will not be false in word or deed to you, and 
I cannot swear that oath. 

GENNARO. 
Oh, heavens! my mother! This, then, is the 
being who caused you a life of misery! 
LUCRETIA. 
Gennaro, hold! No; I am— 
GENNARO. 

You have avowed it! Adieu, Lucretia Borgia! 

adieu forever! Bethou accursed! [Hait, L. D. F. 
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LUCRETIA. 
And be thou blessed forever! 

(Noise, c. D. She rushes up to L. D. F., 
closes the door, and comes down R., just 
as THE DUKE bursts open c. D., and 
rushes in. 


DUKE D’ESTE (comes down, L.). ~ 
Now, where is Gennaro, madame? - 


LUCRETIA. 
Seek him. 
DUKE D’ESTE. 
Guards! [Rushestou.pD.18.; finds it fast. ] 
Ah, closed! Rustighello! [Awshes up to R. D. 
F.] All closed! Where, where is Gennaro? 


LUCRETIA. 

With a drug I preserved his life! He is now 
on his road to Venice, and out of your power 
forever! Ha, ha, ha! J triumph now! He’s 
safe! he’s safe! thank God, he’s safe! 

[Falls fainting on the stage. 


DUKE D’ESTE. 


Escaped! Furies seize thee! 
[Rushes out, c. D. 


MOI SOE! 


SCENE.—A magnificent chamber in the Ne- 
; grom Palace. On the R. a DvD. In c., 
very large curtain, size of half the flat, 
to draw aside each way. Splendid chan- 
deliers and candelabra. Magnificent ban- 
quet, with wines, fruit, and all kinds of 
eatables, served up in the costly style of 
the fifteenth century. Pages attending. 
Music, soft, but gay, is heard as the cur- 


LUCRETIA BORGIA 3638 


tain rises. All the guests are seated, As- 
CANIO, OLOFERNO, APOSTOLO, JEPPO, and 
GuBETTA, and several ladies, elegantly 
dressed. At the head of the table is thé 
PRINCESS NEGRONI 


OLOFERNO. 


Here’s the wine of Xeres! Xeres de la Fron- 
tera is a city of Paradise. 


° JEPPO. 

Bravo, Signor Oloferno! you improve. But 
this wine is of great power and unequaled flavor. 
The last time we cavaliers drank together, ’twas 
in Venice, at the palace of his serene Highness, 
Doge Barbarigo; now we are at Ferrara, and in 
the palace of the divine Princess of Negroni. 
We drink to your health and your beauty. 
[All rise, and raising their glasses, bow to 

her. Enter, R. D. 1 E,, MAFFIO and GEN- 
NARO, the latter very reluctantly. 


MAFFIO. 

Why, brother, what unaccountable dullness is 
this? and why am I obliged to go to your lodg- 
ings ere Ican get you here? Egad! ’twas devil- 
ish lucky I went when I did, or you would have 
escaped us. When I saw your horse at the door 
I suspected your trick, my friend. 


GENNARO. 

I know not why I have consented to delay 
my departure for Venice, and I regret that I 
have done so, even now. Had you not con- 
vinced me that I had been the dupe of that art- 
ful woman, I should have been already far on 
my way. 

MAFFIO. 

Ha, ha, ha! it was excellent, i’? faith! The 

Duke poisons you, and the Duchess gives you a 
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counter poison! Why, whata farce! The fair 
Lucretia is desperately in love, and she pretends 
to save your life, so that from gratitude you may 
‘at last reciprocate her regard. 


GENNARO (R.). 
But the Duke? 


MAFFIO (L.). 

Oh, he’s a good-natured, easy fellow, a little 
jealous of his fair rib—and he has cause, I fear; 
you rogue!—but utterly incapable of poisoning. 
Besides, you saved his brother’s life. 

GENNARO. 


But why is the Duchess so anxious for my ab- 
sence from Ferrara, if, as you say, she loves me? 


MAFFIO. 

For obvious reasons. You see her husband is 
in the way here, and she can easily seek you in 
Venice. 

GENNARO. 
True, very true; it must beso. [Crosses to L. 
MAFFIO (R.). 

Come now, Gennaro! In pity’s name, rouse 
up! Be either a child or a man; go to your 
nurse again, or join us at the table. 

[Marrio and GENNARO Seat themselves at table. 
JEPPO (down L. ©.). 

Aha, Sir Truant, you have been found at last! 
Why, Maffio, where was he concealed? We 
thank you for executing your mission so faith- 
fully, and bringing the poor wight before us. 
Ha, ha! x 

‘ MAFFIO. 
_Come, Jeppo, give us a merry tale. The last 
time we met in Venice you gave us a serious 
story. Now give us its opposite, if you can. 
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PRINCESS eee forward). 


Stet Maffio [he rises], your friend seems 
not to participate in the general merriment. I 
trust he is not ill. .He seems depressed and ab- 


stracted. 
MAFFIO. 


Madame, he is ever thus. You must pardon 
me for having brought him here without your 
invitation. He is my brother in arms, and we 
never separate. A Bohemian predicted that we 
should both die on the same day. 


PRINCESS (laughing). 
_ Did he say you would die in the morning or 
the evening? 
MAFFIO. 
In the morning, I think. 
PRINCESS. 
Then he knew nothing about it, I can tell you! 
So you love this young soldier? 
MAFFIO. 
Ay, madame, as much as one man can love 
another. 
3 PRINCESS. 
Then in friendship you must be happy. 
MAFFIO. 
Friendship does not occupy the entire heart, 
madame. 


PRINCESS. 
Indeed, Count, what then? 

MAFFIO. 
Love, lady. 

PRINCESS. 


Ah, Count, you always have love on your lips. 


~ 
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MAFFIO. 


And you in your eyes, dear lady. 
- [Kissing her hand. 


PRINCESS. : 
You are a bold man, Count Orsini. 
MAFFIO. 

And you—you are a charming woman, Prin- 
cess. [Puts his arm round her. 
PRINCESS. 

Count, release me! I shall be stifled, sir! 
MAFFIO. 

One kiss of this fair hand! 
PRINCESS. 


No, no! 
[She escapes from him; goes to her seat again. 
GUBETTA (coming forward, R.). 
‘You seem in a fine train with the Princess. 


MAFFIO (L.). 
And yet she always tells me ‘‘No.”’ 


GUBETTA. 
Well, ‘‘no’? on a woman’s lips is the twin 
brother to ‘‘yes.”’ 
JEPPO (comes forward, L.). 


Well, how do you get on? How do you find 
the Princess? 
MAFFIO (C.). 
Adorable! 
JEPPO. 
And her supper? 
: MAFFIO. 


A feast for the gods! By the way, the Prin- 
cess is a widow, 
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JEPPO. 

I Bieull have known that by her gayety. 
Count Belverana, you’d hardly believe that 
Maffio was almost afraid to come here tu night. 

GUBETTA (crossing to C.). 

Afraid, was he? And of what? 

JEPPO. 

Of poison! and all because the palace of the 

Negroni touches the palace of the Borgia. 
GUBETTA. 

Devil take the Borgias! Let us drink, and 
think of them no more. 

[ Crosses behind to table, L. 
JEPPO (low to MAFFIO). 

I like the Count for one thing—be hates the 
Borgias. 

MAFFIO. 

Yes, he never lets a chance escape of sending 
them to the devil, without grace; and yet, Jeppo, 
I have observed that this “Spaniard to-night has 
drunk nothing but waiter. 

JEPPO, 

Suspicious again! 

GUBETTA (coming forward, L.). 


Do you know, Signor Matfio, you resemble my 
grandfather, named Gil-Basieo Fernan-Ireno 
Filipe Frasco Frasqueto, Count of Belverana? 


JEPPO (low, to MAFFIO, R.). 


I hope and trust yon’ll never doubt his Span- 
ish origin after that! [Aloud.] A good name, 
that of yours, Count; I hope you keep ’em cata- 
logued! 

: GUBETTA. 

My name was all my father had to give, and 
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he gave me plenty of that. [They laugh, and 
go up to table, rR. Aside.| I must try some 
way to get the ladies from the room, or I. can 
never go to work. I have it! Signor Oloferno 
is drunk; I?ll draw him into a quarrel: that’ll 
do it. [ Goes to table, R. H. 


OLOFERNO partially drunk). 

Ladies, taste this wine! It is sweeter than the 
wine of Lachryma Christi, and more ardent than 
the wine of Cyprus. Drink; it is the wine of 
Syracuse, gentlemen! 

GUBETTA. 
It is evident that our friend is tipsy. 


OLOFERNO. 


Ladies, I will recite you some verses I have 
composed for this occasion. I wish I were a 
better poet; I would raise myself to heaven. I 
wish I had two wings. 


GUBETTA. 


Of the pheasant on my plate. Devil take 
your verses! More wine! 


ALL. 
More wine! 
OLOFERNO. 
Oh, you’re no poet! Silence, for my song! 
GUBETTA. 


Spare us, Marquis of Oloferno. We beg leave 
to drink to your departed reason. I dispense you 
from your song. 

‘ OLOFERNO. 

You dispense me from my song! You dis- 
pense! . 

GUBETTA. 


Ay, as I would dispense a barking dog, or the 
‘devil from blessing me. 
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OLOFERNO. 
You mean to insult me, Sir Spaniard! 


GUBETTA. 

I merely decline listening to your song, Signor 
Italian! Thad rather taste the Cyprus wine in 
my throat than have your song in my ears. 

OLOFERNO. 

Your ears, you miserable Castilian refugee! 

T’ll shave them off close to your dog’s head! 
GUBETTA. 

You are an absurd and ridiculous dunce! 
Didst ever see the like? He gets drunk with 
Syracuse wine, and has the demeanor of a man 
intoxicated with beer. I can’t stop to carve 
such poultry as you now; it is too troublesome. 


OLOFERNO. 
T’ll carve you to pieces! 


GUBETTA. 
As I do this pheasant now. Ladies, shall I 
help you? 
OLOFERNO (sevzing a knife). 
By the Virgin! I’d stab the miscreant, were 
he in a church. 

[ The Lords and Ladies rise in alarm, and 
exclaiming, ‘“‘They are going to fight!” 
rush out of the room R. and Lu. The 
friends hold OLOFERNO, and. disarm 
him. 

OLOFERNO. 
Set me free! 


GUBETTA. 
My worthy friend, your poetry has put the 
ladies to flight. On my word, you are a gay 
troubadour, Signor Vitellozzo! 
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JEPPO. 
The ladies have gone indeed! 


MAFFIO. 
Let a knife glitter, and a woman flies. 
OLOFERNO. 
Count, keep your valor warm till morning, 
and I’ll meet you then. _ 
GUBETTA. 
If you do, I’m your man! Ha,ha, ha! You 
have put to flight the fairest ladies of Ferrara 
with a carving-knife and asong. You should 


have wings, for in truth you are a perfect goose 
of a man. 


JEPPO. 

Come, cease this quarrel. It is enough that 
we have lost the ladies. Cut one another’s 
throats in the morning at your leisure, and fight 
like gentlemen, with swords, and not like cooks, 
with carving-knives. 

ASCANIO. 

Apropos! where are our swords? 

APOSTOLO. 

You forget they obliged us to leave them in 
the ante-room, as we came in. 

GENNARO (who has not moved). 

It was a wise precaution, too, it seems. 


MAFFIO. 
Egad, brother Gennaro, that is the first thing 
‘you have uttered to. night. And you have not 
drunk. You are dreaming of the fair Lucretia; 
do not deny it. 
GENNARO. 


No more of that, Maffio! Come. fill me to 
drink. I'll meet my friend with good wine with 
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the same courage as I would a foe in the field 
with weapons of death. 
MAFFIO. 
Fill me with the wine of Syracuse! 


ALL. 
The wine of Syracuse! 


JEPPO. 

A pest on all brawls. The ladies have gongs, 
and will not return, it seems. [7rzes all the 
doors.] And every door is fastened on the other * 
side, too! 

GUBETTA. 

Rather a wise movement, I think, from past 
experience. Come, the wine! 

[Enter ASTOLFO, 1 E., L H., with salver, one 
bottle of wine, and seven glasses. 


GENNARO. 
Gentlemen, let us drink. 
MAFFIO. 
Ay, to the health, long life, and happiness of 
Gennaro; and may you soon find your mother. 
GENNARO. 


May Heaven grant it! 
[All drink, except GUBETTA, who throws his 
wine over his shoulder. 


MAFFIO (aside, to JEPPO). 
Ha! did you see that? 


JEPPO. 
See what? 
MAFFIO. 
The Spaniard did not drink. 
JEPPO. 


Well. 
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MAFFIO. 
He has thrown it over his shoulder! 


JEPPO. 
Pooh! the Count is drunk, and so are you, I 
think. 
MAFFIO (carelessly). 
Very like, very like! i 


GUBETTA (as7de). 

Imustfeigntobedrunk. [Aloud.] <A drink- 
ing-song, gentlemen! I will give you a baccha- 
nalian song worth more than the love sonnet of 
our amiable friend, the Marquis of Oloferno. 
But first let me swear, by the old skull of my 
old father, that this same song is none of my 
making. I’m not a poet, and never could jingle 
two lines into rhyme in any-way. So here goes. 
It is addressed to Monsieur Saint Peter, the fa- 
mous doorkeeper of paradise-—a jolly lover of 
wine, like ourselves. 


JEPPO. 


He’s drunk as Bacchus! He’s more than 
drunk; he’s a drunkard! 


ALL (except GENNARO). 
The song! the song! ; 


GUBETTA (rising and reeling). 
‘Saint Peter, I pray you, quick open your gates, 
And let in some topers you know; 
With voice full and strong, and thick fuddled 
: pates, 
In chorus to chant ‘Domino’ !”’ 


< ALL (except GENNARO). 
Gloria Domino! 
[General laughing, clinking of glasses, etc.; 
cries of ‘‘Bravo!’? Amid the uproar, dis- 
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tant voices are heard without, chanting 
in a slow and solemn strain from the 
Roman ritual. 

CHORUS OF MONKS. 

“De profundis clamavi ad te, Domine! Con- 
quassibat capita in terra multorum!”’ 

[Lights gradually down. 
JEPPO (roaring with laughter). 

Do you hear that? By the rubicund visage of 
jolly old Bacchus, while we sing bacchanalian 
songs, echo chants the vespers! <A full church 
chorus! 

MAFFIO. 

Some procession is passing, I think. 

GENNARO (who ts seated in L., apart from the 
others). 

A procession at midnight! No, no; that is 
rather too late! 

JEPPO. 

Oh, nonsense! On with your song, Count! 

ALL. 

Ay! the song, the song! 

[Beat table. GUBETTA rises, reeling. 
MONKS (chant without, nearer). 


“De profundis clamavi ad te, Domine! Con- 
quassibat capita in terra multorum!”’ — 
[All the cavaliers laugh again vociferously. 


JEPPO. 
How these monks bellow! They are regular 
night brawlers! [ Lights half down. 
ASCANIO. 


Ay, but they are kicking up a riot in the 
streets; we in doors! [ Lights down. 
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MAFFIO. 
Halloa! the lamps are going out! We shall 
be in the dark presently! 
} GENNARO. 


They seemed to be near at hand, and I think 
it is the service for the dead. 


MAFFIO. 
Very likely, very likely. 
JEPPO. 
Let us drink to the poor defunct—poor devil! 


GUBETTA (meaningly). 

I shouldn’t wonder if it were for four or five, 
instead of one. 

JEPPO. 

Well, more or less, here’s to all their healths, 
and a safe journey through purgatory. [All 
laugh.| Go on, Count, with your song—your 
invocation to Saint Peter. 

GUBETTA. 

Speak civilly of Monsieur Saint Peter, the 
grand usher and patent turnkey of paradise. 
We may need his good offices soon. 

ALL. 
The song! the song! 
GUBETTA. 
‘*To the songster so joyous, glass filled to the 
brim, 
And belly so large, ripe for fun, 

When he enters your portals, at first glimpse 

Se OF ants : 
You would swear it a butt ora tun!”’ 


. ALL, 
Gloria Domino! ‘ 
[Chant: solemn music. Ail touch glasses, 
with peals of laughter, which is con- 
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tinued, while the large curtains slowly 
open, discovering a large hall hung with 
black. A large altar in c., lighted, cov- 
ered with black, with a large silver cruct- 
fix in oc. of tt. Six monks slowly enter, 
in cowl and scapulars of black, with their 
faces all concealed, except by the aper- 
tures of their vizards, for them to see 
through. Hach bears a torch;-and as 
they range down stage on R., they chant 
in a loud and solemn tone. 
MONKS 


‘‘De profundis clamavi ad te, Domine! Con- 
quassibat,’’ etc. 

[All the cavalters stare with astonishment at 
them and each other. 

MAFFIO. 

What—what does this mean! 

JEPPO (laughing). 

Ha, ha, ha! a capital joke! I see it now! 
These are our charming countesses, disguised 
thus to try our courage. If we raise their masks 
we shall find them the visages of mischievous, 
laughing, and beautiful women. Just see! 

[He lifts the mask of one of the monks, and wt 
reveals the pale and ghastly countenance 
of an aged man, calm, silent, motionless. 
JEPPO and others stand horrorstruck. 

es MAFFIO. 

Great heavens! what means this? My blood 

congeals with horror round my heart! 
JEPPO. 

This is too awful! We are ensnared! Our 

swords! our swords! 
MAFFIO. 

Quick, or we are lost! Thisis the house of fiends! 

[LucrettA, dressed in black, appears at c. D, 
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LUCRETIA. 
Yes, you are in my palace! 
[Close curtains, and lights up gradually. 


ALL (except GENNARO, who is unseen, On L, H.). 
Lucretia Borgia! 


LUCRETIA. 

Ay, Lucretia Borgia! [She slowly advances, 
with a sarcastic smile, and gazes on them. | 
Yes, gallant Venetians, you are the guests of 
the Duchess of Ferrara—of Lucretia Borgia! 
There was a time—I have not forgotten it— 
when in Venice you spoke that name with scorn, 
contempt, and withering hatred; now it comes 
from the trembling lips of terror. Look on me, 
and listen. When last we met, my heart was 
softened, my feelings changed, my nature human- 
ized, and sorrow and repentance for the past had 
bowed me to the earth. I had resolved never 
more to terrify Italy with frightful deeds. One 
feeling of nature still filled my bosom; it was 
love—a pure and holy love for one whose fate 
for years I had in secret and in silence watched. 
You met me before him, and your eyes feasted 
on my wretchedness with exultation and tri- 
umph. You scorned my anguish, you mocked 
my sufferings, laughed at my misery, insulted 
my despair, tore from my face the mask, while 
my supplications for mercy were met with shouts 
of derision, and every epithet of ignominy and 
shame heaped upon my head. I could have 
borne all, had you not spoken it before him! It 
was but that I begged for; but you were merci- 
less!' IT rose. from that spot with the spirit of a 
demon in my heart; I swore to have revenge— 
awful and fearful revenge. I have kept my 
oath! Ay, look at me once more! You are all 
poisoned! Ha, ha, ha! 
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ALG. 
Poisoned! 


LUCRETIA. 

Ay, do not stir; the room without is full of 
armed men, and, my good friends, your deaths 
are sealed beyond the power of tate itself to 
change. Now, hear me; it is my turn. I think 
I have returned your civilities to me. You 
entertained me at a ball in Venice, I you with a 

supper at Ferrara—/éte for féte, feast for feast! 


JEPPO. 
This is a horrible waking from a wild dream 
of mirth! : 
MAFFIO. 


Ay, my friend. Weare dying! I feel it even 
now; but let us meet death unshrinkingly, and 
like men! 


LUCRETIA. 


Remember me at the carnival of Venice, and 
tell me, have I not, for a woman, well avenged 
myself for all the agony you then forced me to 
endure? Do you understand the word ‘‘ven- 
geance’’ now? Holy fathers, conduct these 
men into the adjoining room, and shrive them; 
and do it quickly, for their time is short! For 
you, sirs, fear not; these are real monks of St. 
Sixtus; and I will also comfort you with the 
assurance that, while I thought of your souls, 
I have not neglected your bodies. [Stamps. | 
Open! Behold! [Music, ending with chord. 
Ourtains open, and ranged round the altar 
are five coffins, covered with black, on which 
are painted, mn large white letters, the names 
of the five cavalters. All start with horror. ] 
The exact number—five! Maffio, Jeppo, Oloferno, 
Ascanio, and Apostolo—exactly five! 
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GENNARO (coming forward). 
And mine, madame—where is the sixth? 


LUCRETIA (starting back). 
Powers of mercy! Gennaro! 


GENNARO. 
Yes, I am Gennaro. 


LUCRETIA. 


I am accursed and helpless! [Sees GUBETTA 
on R.| Traitor! villain! accursed fiend! Did 
I not bid thee shield him as thine own eye? 


GUBETTA. 


I knew not thy motive; thy secret was too 
great for me, and he drank what I prepared, 
with the others—his potion the same. 


LUCRETIA (stabbing him). 
And this be thine, thrice damned villain! 


GUBETTA. 
I die, but he dies also, mistress! I—oh— 
[ Dies. 

LUCRETIA. 


Cast that carrion into the streets! [The body 
is carried off, R., by the Guards.| Monks, 
accompany your charges to the altar! All, all” 
leave me, except Gennaro; and whatever may 
be heard or conjectured of what passes here, let 
no one dare to enter! Begone! 

[She sinks into a chair, R. Solemn music ts 
heard behind. Monks go off, c., each with 
a cavalier, chanting, “De profundis cla- 
mavt ad te, Domine!’ etc. Curtains 
close. LUucRETIA comes down BR, aad 
gazes a moment with agony on GENNARO, 
who returns it sternly. 
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LUCRETIA. 
Oh, Gennaro! 
7 GENNARO. 
Well, madame. 
LUCRETIA. 


Gennaro! Gennaro! how do I find you here, 
when I thought you leagues away? By what 
strange fatality does every blow from my hand 
fall on thy devoted head? Father of mercy! 
why are you here? ti 

GENNARO. 

It is my destiny. 

LUCRETIA. 

Gennaro! Oh, my God! Gennaro, you are 

dying—again poisoned! 
GENNARO. 

Well, madame. And yet I still have your 
gift—this! 

LUCRETIA (with a scream of joy). 

Thank Heaven! The antidote! You are 
saved! Drink! 

GENNARO. 


One word first: is there enough | in this phial. 
to save my friends? 


LUCRETIA (examines it). 
Barely enough for thee, Gennaro! Oh, quick! 
take it! 
GENNARO. 
Can you obtain more in time to save them? 


LUCRETIA. 


All that I possessed you have. Ere I could 
get more, it would be too late. 
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GENNARO. 


It is very well. 
[Putting phial into his bosom. 


LUCRETIA (alarmed). 

What is well? Nothing can be well till you 
have taken that. I implore you, do not play 
with your life! Trifle not now: a few moments 
longer, and it will be too late. Quick! you can 
yet escape, and ere the dawn be far from Fer- 
rara! I will furnish the means. Drink that 
antidote, and let us part! Oh, you must, you 
shall take it, and live, Gennaro, live! 


GENNARO (seizing knife from table, and speak- 
ing sternly). 
And you, madame, must die! 


LUCRETIA (7ncredulously). 
How? What say you, Gennaro? - 


GENNARO. 


You have, through your hellish agent, in- 
famously, treacherously, poisoned five men, my 
dear friends—men of rank and name; and 
among them Maffio Orsini, my brother in heart, 
my companion in arms, he who twice saved my 
life in battle; and between us all, vengeance is 
common. I am his and their avenger! You 
must die! 


LUCRETIA. 

Die! and by your hand, Gennaro? No; that 

is impossible! It cannot be! 
, GENNARO. 

It will be, madame, and quickly, too, for I 
am dying also; I feel it here! So, while I ad- 
dress my prayers on high for mercy, do you the 
same, with clasped hands and bended knees, 
before that God you have so terribly outraged! 
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LUCRETIA. 

This is some awful dream! Thou take my 
life? It is too fearful! No, no; I’ll not believe 
it! I say again, it is impossible! Amid my 
most frightful conceptions that is the most 
agonizing that ever swept across my brain! 
No, no; He who knows all will not permit it! 
[ Crosses to L. H. 


GENNARO (sevzing her arm). 
My throbbing brain and beating heart cry out 
for haste; I must obey their voice! 
[Raises his arm. 


LUCRETIA (winding about him, and faliing 
before him on her knees). 

Gennaro, cast aside that knife, as you hope 
for Heaven’s mercy! [He raises knife.| Hold, 
oh, hold, one moment, and listen to me! Did 
you but know all! But cast that knife aside; I 
cannot speak while that flashes in my sight! 
Stay! know you who I am or who you are? 
The time has come when you must know all. 
The same blood flows in our veins, Gennaro! 
you are a Borgia, son of the Duke of Cadia, 
and [— 

GENNARO, 

I, then, am a Borgia!—nephew of Lucretia 
Borgia! Oh, horror! My mother, then, was 
the Duchess of Candia, she whom the Borgias 
have made wretched! It is you of whom my 
poor mother spoke in her letters as the cause of 
her unhappiness! It is you who murdered my 
father, and drowned in tears and blood the hopes 
of a wife and mother! I am a Borgia! The 
thought will drive me mad! Hear me! I have 
a mother’s wrongs to avenge, and on you, my 
aunt! Your life has been blackened by so many 
crimes, it must be hateful to you! I will rid you 
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of its heavy burden! I, Lucretia Borgia, am to 
slay you; therefore commend your soul to God, 
for your fate is sealed! 


LUCRETIA. 


Gennaro, Gennaro! you are as yet innocent of 
crime! Oh, have mercy! Your hands are yet 
free from innocent blood, your heart yet un- 
clogged by crime; oh, keep it so! I entreat you, 
commit not this mur der! ! 


GENNARO. 

Murder! crime! My head wanders, my sight 
darkens! Is it with the thought of crime? No, 
no; am I not a Borgia? My heritage is murder! 
shall I disgrace my name by mercy to another? 
No! 

LUCRETIA. 

I will call for help. 


GENNARO,. 


Do so! No one will answer! You yourself 
forbade it; and if they did, ere they could reach 
you it would be too late. 


LUCRETIA. 


Gennaro, would you assassinate a woman—a 
helpless woman—and you a soldier? You have 
a soul too noble for so vile a deed! You call me 
vile, criminal, wicked; if I am, cut me net off 
thus; or, if I must die, it can not, must not be 
by your hand! 

GENNARO. 


I will not, dare not hear more. Are you not 
my aunt? Lucretia Borgia, where, where is my 
mother? 

< LUCRETIA. 

Oh, my heart! I cannot tell him all. Spare 
my life! I will submit to any infliction! Shall 
I hie to a cloister? Say you so, Pll doit. Yes, 
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to obey you, I’ll look for the last time on the 
bright world; for you my head shall be shorn, 
my bed ashes, my raiment sackcloth, while my 
bare feet shall tread the flinty floor of my cell, 
and my hours shall be passed in prayers for 
forgiveness of Heaven for past sins, and for 
blessings upon you. Gennaro, hear me. [He 
seems faint.| Ah, you turn pale! Why have 
we wasted the precious moments? Quick! drink 
that antidote! It is not yet too late; save your 
own life—spare mine! Do not, I beg, implore 
you, perpetuate crime to your name, and by 
such a deed as will forever blast your peace 
while living and your memory when dead! 
Speak! let me hear your voice! and do not, do 
not kill an unhappy woman, who kneels and 
supplicates for mercy! 


GENNARO (moved and softened). 

Madame! [Drops knife. 

LUCRETIA. 

Ah, you relent! your eyes fill with tears, your 
hand trembles in mine; you will not, can not 
slay me! 

MAFFIO (within, C.). 
Gennaro! 
GENNARO (starting). 
Ah! what voice is that? Who is it calls me? 


MAFFIO. 
It is I—Maffio—your brother! I die, Gen- 
naro! Avenge me! 


GENNARO. 

Avenge thee, my brother? I will, I will! 
Lucretia Borgia, you’ve heard your doom! A 
voice cries from the grave, ‘‘Revenge!’’ Hark! 
You must die! [ Kaises knife. 
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LUCRETIA (struggling). 
Mercy! One word more! 


GENNARO. 
No! it is too late! 


LUCRETIA. 
Oh, spare me! spare me! 


GENNARO. 
No! 

LUCRETIA. 
In the name of Heaven! 


GENNARO. 
Fate decrees it! Die! [Stabs her. 


LUCRETIA. 


Gennaro, you have killed me! I AM YOUR 
MOTHER! 


GENNARO (with a scream of despair). 
O God! my mother! 


[He falls dead before her. 

5 LUCRETIA. 

Gennaro! dear Gennaro! My son, I do for- 
give thee! It may not be too late an ne 
phial! [Crawls to his body. She takes the 
phial, puts it to his lips, then exclaims: ] 
Dead! [Kisses him. Monks within chant 

De profundis,”’ etc.] Gennaro! [ Dies. | 
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